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BROWNSMITH'S BOY. 



CHAPTER L 



THE BOY IN THE GARDEN. 




ALWAYS felt as if I should like to punch that 
boy's head, and then directly after I used to 
feel as if I shouldn't care to touch him, because 
he looked so dirty and ragged. 
It was not dirty dirt, if you know what I mean by 
that, but dirt that he gathered up in his work — bits of 
hay and straw, and dust off a shed floor; mud over his 
boots and on his toes, for you could see that the big boots 
he wore seemed to be like a kind of coarse rough shell 
with a great open mouth in front, and his toes used to 
seem as if they lived in there as hermit-crabs do in whelk 
shells. They used to play about in there and waggle this 
side and that side when he was standing still looking at 

you; and I used to think that some day they would come 
a little way out and wait for prey like the different 
molluscs I had read about in my books. 

But you should have seen his hands! I've seen them 
so coated with dirt that it hung on them in knobs, and at 
such times he used to hold them up to me with the thumbs 
and fingers spread out wide, and then down he would go 
again and continue his work, which, when he was in this 
state, would be pulling up the weeds from among the 
onions in the loner beds. 
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I didn't want him to do it, but he used to see me at the 
window looking out; and I being one lonely boy in the 
big pond of life, and he being another lonely boy in the 
same big pond, and both floating about like bits of stick, 
he seemed as if he wanted to gravitate towards me as 
bits of stick do to each other, and in his uncouth way he 
would do all sorts of things to attract my attention. 

Sometimes it seemed as if it was to frighten me, at 
others to show how clever he was; but of course I know 
now that it was all out of the superabundant energy he 
had in him, and the natural longing of a boy for a com- 
panion. 

I'll just tell you what he'd do. After showing me his 
muddy fingers, and crawling along and digging them as 
hard as he could into the soil to tear out the weeds, all at 
once he would kick his heels up in the air like a donkey. 
Then he would go on weeding again, look to see if I was 
watching him, and leave his basket and run down between 
two onion beds on all-fours like a dog, run back, and go 

on with his work. 

Every now and then he would pull up a young onion 
with the weeds and pick it out, give it a rub on his sleeve, 
put one end in his mouth, and eat it gradually, taking it 
in as I've seen a cow with a long strand of rye or grass. 

Another time he would fall to punching the ground 
with his doubled fist, make a basin-like depression, put 
his head in, support himself by setting his hands on each 
side of the depression, and then, as easily as could be, 
throw up his heels and stand upon his head. 

It seemed to be no trouble to him to keep his balance, 
and when up like that he would twist his legs about, open 
them wide, put them forwards and backwards, and end 
by insulting me with his feet, so it seemed to me, for he 
would spar at me with them and make believe to hit out. 
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All at once he would see one of the labourers in the 
distance, and then down he would go and continue his 
weeding. 

Perhaps, when no one was looking, he would start up, 
look round, go down again on all-fours, and canter up to 
a pear-tree, raise himself up, and begin scratching the bark 
like one of the cats sharpening its claws; or perhaps trot 
to an apple-tree, climb up with wonderful activity, creep 
out along a horizontal branch, and pretend to fall, but 
save himself by catching with and hanging by one hand. 

That done he would make a snatch with his other 
hand, swing about for a few moments, and then up would 
go his legs to be crossed over the branch, when he would 
swing to and fro head downwards, making derisive ges- 
tures at me with his hands. 

So it was that I used to hate that boy, and think he 
was little better than a monkey; but somehow I felt 
envious of him too when the sun shone — I didn't so much 
mind when it was wet— for he seemed so free and inde- 
pendent, and he was so active and clever, while whenever 
I tried to stand on my head on the carpet I always 
tipped right over and hurt my back. 

That was a wonderful place, that garden, and I used to 
gaze over the high wall with its bristle of young shoots 
of plum-trees growing over the coping, and see the 
chaffinches building in the spring-time among the green 
leaves and milky- white blossoms of the pear-trees; or, 
perhaps, it would be in a handy fork of an apple-tree, 
with the crimson and pink blossoms all around. 

Those trees were planted in straight rows, so that, 
look which way I would, I could see straight down an 
avenue; and under them there were rows of gooseberry 
trees or red currants that the men used to cut so closely 
in the winter that they seemed to be complete skeletons. 
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Where there were no gooseberries or currants, the rows 
of rhubarb plants used to send up their red stems and 
great green leaves; and in other places there would be 
great patches of wallflowers, from which wafts of delicious 
scent would come in at the open window. In the spring 
there would be great rows of red and yellow tulips, and 
later on sweet-william and rockets, and purple and yellow 

pansies in great beds. 

I used to wonder that such a boy was allowed to go 
loose in such a garden as that, among those flowers and 
strawberry beds, and, above all, apples, and pears, and 
plums, for in the autumn time the trees trained up 
against the high red-brick wall were covered with purple 
and yellow plums, and the rosy apples peeped from 
among the green leaves, and the pears would hang down 
till it seemed as if the branches must break. 

But that boy went about just as he liked, and it often 
seemed very hard that such a shaggy-looking wild fellow 
in rags should have the run of such a beautiful garden, 

while I had none. 

There was a little single opera-glass on the chimney- 
piece which I used to take down and focus, so that I could 
see the fruit that was ripe, and the fruit that was green, 
and the beauty of the flowers. I used to watch the birds 
building through that glass, and could almost see the eggs 
in one little mossy cup of a chaffinch's nest; but I could 
not quite. I did see the tips of the young birds' beaks, 
though, when they were hatched and the old ones came 

to feed them. 

It was by means of that glass that I could see how the 
boy fastened up his trousers with one strap and a piece 
of string, for he had no braces, and there were no brace 
buttons. Those corduroy trousers had been made for 
somebody else, I should say for a man, and pieces of the 
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legs had been cut oiF, and the upper part came well over 
his back and chest. He had no waistcoat, but he wore 
a jacket that must have belonged to a man. It was a 
jacket that was fustian behind, and had fustian sleeves, 
but the front was of purple plush with red and yellow 
flowers, softened down with dirt; and the sleeves of this 
jacket were tucked up very high, while the bottom came 
down to his knees. 

He did not wear a hat, but the crown of an old straw 
bonnet, the top of which had come unsewed, and rose and 
fell like the lid of a round box with one hinge, and when 
the lid blew open you could see his shaggy hair, which 
seemed as if it had never been brushed since it first came 
up out of his skin. 

The opera-glass was very useful to me, especially as the 
boy fascinated me so, for I used to watch him with it till 

I knew that he had two brass shank-buttons and three 
four-holes of bone on his jacket, that there were no 
buttons at all on his shirt, and that he had blue eyes, a 
snub-nose, and had lost one of his top front teeth. 

I must have been quite as great an attraction to him 

as he was to me, but he showed it in a very different way. 
There would be threatening movements made with his 
fists. After an hour's hard work at weeding, without 
paying the slightest heed to my presence, he would 
suddenly jump up as if resenting my watching, catch up 
the basket, and make believe to hurl it at me. Perhaps 
he would pick up a great clod and pretend to throw that, 
but let it fall beside him; while one day, when I went to 
the window and looked out, I found him with a good- 
sized switch which had been the young shoot of a pear- 
tree, and a lump of something of a yellowish brown 
tucked in the fork of a tree close by where he worked. 
He had a basket by his side and was busily engaged 
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as usual weeding, for there was a great battle for ever 
going on in that garden, where the weeds were always 
trying to master the flowers and vegetables, and that 
boy's duty seemed to be to tear up weeds by the roots, 
and nothing else. 

But there by his side stuck in the ground was the 
switch, and as soon as he saw me at the window he gave 
a look round to see if he was watched, and then picked 
ap the stick. 

"I wonder what he is going to do!" I thought, as I 
twisted the glass a little and had a good look. 

He was so near that the glass was not necessary, but 
I saw through it that he pinched off a bit of the yellowish- 
brown stuff, which was evidently clay, and, after rolling 
it between his hands, he stuck what seemed to be a bit 
as big as a large taw marble on the end of the switch, 
gave it a flourish, and the bit of clay flew off*. 

I could not see where it went, but I saw him watching 

it, as he quickly took another piece, kneaded it, and with 
another flourish away that flew. 

That bit evidently went over our house; and the next 
time he tried — flap ! the piece struck the wall some- 
where under the window. 

Five times more did he throw, the clay flying swiftly, 
till all at once thud ! came a pellet and stuck on the win- 
dow pane just above my head. 

I looked up at the flattened clay, which was sticking 
fast, and then at that boy, who was down on his knees 
again weeding away as hard as he could weed, but taking 
no more notice of me, and I saw the reason: his master 
was coming down the garden. 



CHAPTER II. 



OLD BROWNSMITH. 




USED to take a good deal of notice of that 
boy's master as I sat at the window, and it 
always seemed to me that he went up and 
down his garden because he was so fond of it. 
Later on I knew that it was because he was a market- 
gardener, and was making his plans as to what was to be 
cut or picked, or what wanted doing in the place. 

He was a pleasant-looking man, with white hair and 
whiskers, and a red face that always used to make me 
think of apples, and he was always dressed the same — in 
black, with a clean white shirt front, and a white cravat 
without any starch. Perhaps it was so that they might 
not get in the mud, but at any rate his black trousers 
were very tight, and his tail-coat was cut very broad and 
loose, with cross pockets like a shooting-jacket, and these 

pockets used to bulge. 

Sometimes they bulged because he had bast matting 
for tying up plants, and a knife in one, find a lot of shreds 
and nails and a hammer in the other; sometimes it was 
because he had been picking up fruit, or vegetable mar- 
rows, or new potatoes, whatever was in season. They 
always made me think of the clown's breeches, because 
he used to put everything in, and very often a good deal 
would be sticking out. 

I remember once seeing him go down the garden with 
a good-sized kitten in each pocket, for there were their 
heads looking over the sides, and they seemed to be quite 
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contented, blinking away at the other cats which were 
running and skipping about. 

For that boy's master, who was called Brownsmith, was 
a great man for cats; and whenever he went down his 
garden there were always six or eight blacks, and black 
and whites, and tabbies, and tortoise-shells running on 
before or behind him. When he stopped, first one and 
then another would have a rub against his leg, beginning 
with the point of its nose, and running itself along right 
to the end of its tail, crossing over and having a rub on 
the other side against the other leg. 

So sure as one cat had a rub all the others that could 
get a chance had a rub as well. Then perhaps their 
master would stoop down with his knife in his teeth, and 
take a piece of bast from his pocket, to tie up a flower 
or a lettuce, when one of the cats was sure to jump on 
his back, and stop there till he rose, when sometimes it 
would go on and sit upon his shoulder, more often jump off. 

It used to interest me a good deal to watch old Brown- 
smith and his cats, for I had never known that a cat 
would run after any one out of doors like a dog. Then, 
too, they were so full of fun, chasing each other through 
the bushes, crouching down with their tails writhing from 
side to side, ready to spring out at their master, or dash 
off again up the side of a big tree, and look down at him 
from high upon some branch. 

I say all this used to interest me, for I had no com- 
panions, and went to no school, but spent my time with 
my poor mother, who was very ill; and I know now 
how greatly she must have suffered often and often, when, 
broken down in health and spirit, suffering from a great 
sorrow, she used to devote all her time to teaching me. 

Our apartments, as you see, overlooked old Brown- 
smith's market -garden, and very often, as I sat there 

( 289 ) 
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watching it, I used to wish that I could be as other boys 
were, running about free in the fields, playing cricket and 
football, and learning to swim, instead of being shut up 
there with my mother. 

Perhaps I was a selfish boy, perhaps I was no worse 
than others of my age. I know I was very fond of my 
mother, for she was always so sweet, and gentle, and ten- 
der with me, making the most tedious lessons pleasant by 
the way she explained them, and helping me when I was 
worried over some arithmetical question about how many 
men would do so much work in such and such a number 
of days if so many men would do the same work in an- 
other number of days. 

These sums always puzzled me, and do now; perhaps it 
is because I have an awkwardly shaped brain. 

Sometimes, as we sat over the lessons, I used to see a 
curious pained look spread over my mother's face, and the 
tears would come in her eyes, but when I kissed her she 
would smile directly and call my attention to the beauty 
of the rime frost on the fruit-trees in Brownsmith's gar- 
den; or, if it was summer, to the sweet scent of the flowers; 
or to the ripening fruit in autumn. 

Ah, if I had known then, I say to myself, how different 
I might have been; how much more patient and helpful 
to her! But I did not know, for I was a very thoughtless 
boy. 

Now it came to pass one day that an idea entered my 
head as I saw my mother seated with her pale cheek 
resting upon her hand, looking out over old Brownsmith's 
garden, which was just then at its best. It was summer 
time, and wherever you looked there were flowers — not 
neat flower-beds, but great clumps and patches of roses, 
and sweet-williams, and pinks, and carnations, that made 
the air thick with their sweet odours. Her eyes were 

/«$ (289> B 
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half closed, and every now and then I saw her draw in a 
long breath, as if she were enjoying the sweet scent. 

As I said, I had an idea, and the idea was that I would 
slip out quietly and go and spend that sixpence. 
Which sixpence? 

Why, that sixpence — that red-hot one that tried so 
hard to burn a hole through my pocket. 

I had had it for two days, and it was still at the bottom 
along with my knife, a ball of string, and that piece of 
india-rubber I had chewed for hours to make a pop patch. 
I had nearly spent it twice — the first time on one of these 
large white neatly-sewn balls, with "Best Tennis" printed 
upon them in blue; the second time in a pewter squirt. 

I had wanted a squirt for a long time, for those things 
had a great fascination for me, and I had actually entered 
the shop door to make my purchase when something 
seemed to stop me, and I ran home. 

And now I thought I would go and spend that coin. 
I slipped quietly to the other window, and had a good 
look round, but I could not see that boy, for if I had seen 
him I don't think I should have had the heart to go, feel- 
ing sure, as I did, that he had a spite against me. As I 
said, though, he was nowhere visible, so I slipped down- 
stairs, ran along the lane to the big gate, and walked 
boldly in. 

There were several people about, but they took no 
notice of me — stout hard -looking women, with coarse 
aprons tied tightly about their waists and legs; there 
were men too, but all were busy in the great sheds, where 
they seemed to be packing baskets, quite a mountain of 
which stood close at hand. 

There were high oblong baskets big enough to hold 
me, but besides these there were piles upon piles of round 
flat baskets of two sizes, and hanging to the side of one 
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of the sheds great bunches of white wood strawberry- 
pottles, looking at a distance like some kind of giant 
flower, all in elongated buds. 

Close by was a cart with its shafts sticking up in the 
air. Farther on a wagon with "Brownsmith" in yellow 
letters on a great red band ; and this I passed to go up to 
the house. But the door was closed, and it was evident 
that every one was busy in the garden preparing the 
night's load for market. 

I stood still for a minute, thinking that I could not be 
very wrong if I went down the garden, to see if I could 
find Mr. Brownsmith, and my heart began to beat fast at 
the idea of penetrating what was to me a land of mystery, 
of which, just then, I held the silver pass-key in the shape 
of that sixpence. 

"Til go," I said. "He can't be very cross;" and, pluck- 
ing up courage, but with the feeling upon me that I was 
trespassing, I went past the cart, and had gone half-way 
by the wagon, when there was a creaking, rattling noise 
of baskets, and something made a bound. 

I started back, feeling sure that some huge dog was 

coming at me; but there in the wagon, and kneeling on the 
edge to gaze down at me with a fierce grin, was that boy. 

I was dreadfully alarmed, and felt as if the next minute 
he and I would be having a big fight; but I wouldn't show 
my fear, and I stared up at him defiantly with my fists 
clenching, ready for his first attack. 

He did not speak — I did not speak; but we stared at 
each other for some moments, before he took a small round 
turnip out of his pocket and began to munch it. 

" Shock!" cried somebody just then; and the boy turned 
himself over the edge of the wagon, dropped on to the 
ground, and ran towards one of the sheds, while, greatly 
relieved, I looked about me, and could see Mr. Brown- 
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smith some distance off, down between two rows of trees 
that formed quite an avenue. 

It seemed so beautiful after being shut up so much in 
our sitting-room, to walk down between clusters of white 
roses and moss roses, with Anne Boleyne pinks scenting 
the air, and far back in the shade bright orange double 
wallflowers blowing a little after their time. 

I had not gone far when a blackbird flew out of a pear- 
tree, and I knew that there must be a nest somewhere 
close by. Sure enough I could see it in a fork, with a 
curious chirping noise coming from it, as another black- 
bird flew out, saw me, and darted back. 

I would have given that sixpence for the right to climb 
that pear-tree, and I gave vent to a sigh as I saw the 
figure of old Brownsmith coming towards me, looking 
much more stern and sharp than he did at a distance, and 
with his side pockets bulging enormously. 

"Hallo, young shaver! what's your business?" he said, 
in a quick authoritative way, as we drew near to each other. 

I turned a little red, for it sounded insulting for a mar- 
ket gardener to speak to me like that, for I never forgot 
that my father had been a captain in an Indian regiment, 
and was killed fighting in the Sikh war. 

I did not answer, but drew myself up a little, before 
saying rather consequentially: 

"Sixpenorth of flowers and strawberries — good ones." 

" Oh, get out!" he said gruffly, and he half turned away. 
" We've no time for picking sixpen'orths, boy. Run up 
into the road to the greengrocer's shop." 

My face grew scarlet, and the beautiful garden seemed 
as if it was under a cloud instead of the full blaze of sun- 
shine, while I turned upon my heel and was walking 
straight back. 

"Here!" 
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I walked on. 



r 

"Hi, boy!" shouted old Brownsmith. 

I turned round, and he was signalling to me with the 
whole of his crooked arm. 

" Come on," he shouted, and he thrust a hand and the 
greater part of his arm into one of his big pockets, and 
pulled out one of those curved buck horn -handled knives, 
which he opened with his white teeth. 

He did not look quite so grim now, as he said : 

"Come o' purpose, eh?" 

" Yes," I said. 

"Ah! well, I won't send you back without 'em, only I 
don't keep a shop." 

I looked rather haughty and consequential, I believe, 
but the looks of such a boy as I made no impression, and 
he began to cut here and there moss, and maiden's blush, 
and cabbage roses — simple old-fashioned flowers, for the 
great French growers had not filled England with their 
beautiful children, and a gardener in these days would not 
have believed in the possibility of a creamy Gloire de Dijon 
or that great hook-thorned golden beauty Marechal Niel. 

He cut and cut, long-stalked flowers with leaf and bud, 

and thrust them into his left hand, his knife cutting and 

his hand grasping the flower in one movement, while his 
eye selected the best blossom at a glance. 

At last there were so many that I grew fidgety. 

" I said sixpen'orth, sir, flowers and strawberries," I 
ventured to remark. 

"Not deaf, my lad," he replied with a grim smile. 
" Here, let's get some of these." 

These were pinks and carnations, of which he cut a 
number, pushing one of the cats aside with his foot so 
that it should not be in his way. 

"Here you are!" he cried. "Mind the thorns. My 
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roses have got plenty to keep off pickers and stealers. 

Now, what next?" 

" I did want some strawberries," I said, " but — " 

" Where's your basket, my hearty?" 

I replied that I had not brought one. 

" You're a pretty fellow," he said. " I can't tie straw- 
berries up in a bunch. Why didn't you bring a basket ? 
Oh, I see; you want to carry 'em inside?" 

" No," I said shortly, for he seemed now unpleasantly 
familiar, and the garden was not half so agreeable as I 
had expected. 

However he seemed to be quite good-tempered now, 
and giving me a nod and a jerk of his head, which meant 
— " This way," he went down a path, cut a great rhubarb 

leaf, and turned to me. 

" Here, catch hold," he cried; "here's one of nature's own 
baskets. Now lets see if there's any strawberries ripe." 

I saw that he was noticing me a good deal as we went 
along another path towards where the garden was more 
open, but I kept on in an independent way, smelling the 
pinks from time to time, till we came to a great square 
bed, all straw, with the great tufts of the dark green 
strawberry plants standing out of it in rows. The leaves 
looked large, and glistened in the sunshine, and every here 
and there I could see the great scarlet berries shining as 
if they had been varnished, and waiting to be picked. 

"Ah, thief!" shouted my guide, as a blackbird flew out 
of the bed, uttering its loud call. " Why, boys, boys, you 
ought to have caught him." 

This was to the cats, one of which answered by giving 
itself a rub down his leg, while he clapped his hand upon 
my shoulder. 

" There you are, my hearty. It isn't so far for you to 
stoop as it would be for me. Go and pick 'em" 
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" Pick them?" I said, looking at him wonderingly. 

" To be sure. Go ahead. Ill hold your flowers. Only 
take the ripe ones, and see here — do you know how to 
pick strawberries?" 

I felt so amused at such a silly question that I looked 
up at him and laughed. 

"Oh, you do?" he said. 

" Why, anybody could pick strawberries," I replied. 
Really, now! Well, let's see. There's a big flat fellow, 
pick him." 

I handed him the flowers, and stepping between two 
rows of plants, stooped down, and picked the great straw- 
berry he pointed out. 

"Oh, you call that picking, do you?" he said. 

" Yes, sir. Don't you ? " 

" No : I call it tearing my plants to pieces. Why, look 
here, if my pickers were to go to work like that, I should 
only get half a crop and my plants would be spoiled." 

I looked at him helplessly, and wished he would pick 
the strawberries himself. 

" Look here," he said, stooping over a plant, and letting 
a great scarlet berry specked with golden seeds fall over 
into his hand. Now see: finger nail and thumb nail; turn 
'em into scissors; draw one against the other, and the 
stalk's through. That's the way to do it, and the rest of 
the bunch not hurt. Now then, your back's younger than 
mine. Go ahead." 

I felt hot and uncomfortable, but I took the rhubarb 
leaf, stepped in amongst the clean straw, and, using my 
nails as he had bid me, found that the strawberries came 
off wonderfully well. 

" Only the ripe ones, boy; leave the others. Pick away. 
Poor old Tommy then!" 

I looked up to see if he was speaking to me, but he had 
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let one of the cats run up to his shoulder, and he was 
stroking the soft lithe creature as it rubbed itself against 
his head. 

" That's the way, boy," he cried, as I scissored off two or 
three berries in the way he had taught me. " I like to see 
a chap with brains. Come, pick away." 

I did pick away, till I had about twenty in the soft 
green leaf, and then I stopped, knowing that in flowers 
and fruit I had twice as much as I should have obtained 
at the shop. 

" Oh, come, get on," he cried contemptuously. " You're 
not half a fellow. Don't stop. Does your back ache?" 

"No, sir," I said; "but— 

" Oh, you wouldn't earn your salt as a picker," he cried. 

As he said this he came on to the bed, and, bending 
down, seemed to sweep a hand round the strawberry 
plant, gathering its leaves aside, and leaving the berries 
free to be snipped off by the right ringer and thumb. He 
kept on bidding me pick away, but he sheared off three 
to my one, and at the end of a few minutes I was holding 
the rhubarb leaf against my breast to keep the fruit from 
falling over the side. 

"There you are," he cried at last. "That do?" 

"Oh, yes, sir," I said; "but 

" That's enough," he cried sharply. " Here, hand over 

that sixpence. Money's money, and you can't get on 
without it, youngster." 

I gave him the coin, and he took it, span it up in the 
air, caught it, and after dragging out a small wash-leather 
bag he dropped it in, gave me a comical look as he twisted 
a string about the neck, tucked it in, and replaced the bag 
in his pocket. 

" There you are," he cried. " Small profits and quick 
returns. No credit given. Toddle; and don't you come 
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and bother me again. I'm a market grower, my young 
shaver, and can't trade your fashion." 

" I did not know, sir," I said, trying to look and speak 
with dignity, for it was very unpleasant to be addressed 
so off-handedly by this man, just as if I had been asking 
him a favour. 

" I'm very much obliged to you," I added, for I had 
glanced at the bunch of roses; and as I looked at the 
fresh sweet-scented beauties I thought of how delighted 
my poor mother would be, and I could not help feeling 
that old Brownsmith had been very generous. 

Then making him rather an awkward bow, I stalked 
off, feeling very small, and was some distance back towards 
the gate, wondering whether I should meet "Shock," when 
from behind there came a loud "Hi!" 

I paid no heed and went on, for it was not pleasant to 
be shouted at like that by a market grower, and my 
dignity was a good deal touched by the treatment I had 
received; but all at once there came from behind me such 
a roar that I was compelled to stop, and on turning round 
there was old Brownsmith trotting after me, with his 
cats skipping about in all directions to avoid being 
trodden on and to keep up. 

He was very much more red in the face now, for the 
colour went all down below his cheeks and about his 
temples, and he was shining very much. 

" Why, I didn't know you with your cap on," he cried. 
" Take it off. No, you can't. I will." 

To my great annoyance he snatched off my cap. 

" To be sure! I'm right," he said, and then he put my 
cap on again, uncomfortably wrong, and all back: for no 
one can put your cap on for you as you do it yourself. 
" You live over yonder at the white house with the lady 
who is ill?" 
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I nodded. 

"The widow lady?" 

" I live with mamma," I said shortly. 

"Been very ill, hasn't she?" 

" Yes, sir." 

"Ah! bad thing illness, I suppose. Never was ill, only 

when the wagon went over my leg." 

" Yes, sir, she has been very bad." 

I was fidgeting to go, but he took hold of one of the 
ends of my little check silk tie, and kept fiddling it about 
between his finger and thumb. 

"What's the matter?" 

" Dr. Morrison told Mrs. Beeton, our landlady, that it 
was decline, sir." 

"And then Mrs. Beeton told you?" 

" No, sir, I heard the doctor tell her." 

"And then you went and frightened the poor thing 
and made her worse by telling her?" 

"No, I did not, sir," I said warmly. 

Why not ? " 

Because I thought it might make her worse." 

" Humph ! Hah ! Poor dear lady ! " he said more 

softly. " Looked too ill to come to church last Sunday, 

boy. Flowers and fruit for her?" 

I nodded. 

" She send you to buy 'em?" 

I shook my head, for I was so hurt by his abrupt way, 
his sharp cross-examination, and the thoughts of my 
mothers illness, that I could not speak. 

"Who sent you then — Mrs. Beeton?" 

" No, sir." 

"Who did?" 

" Nobody, sir. I thought she would like some, and I 
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came." 
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" For a surprise, eh ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

"Own money?" 

I stared at him hard. 

"I said, Own money? the sixpence? Where did you 
get it ? " 

" I have sixpence a week allowed me to spend." 

" Hah ! to be sure," he said, still holding on by my tie, 
and staring at me as he fumbled with one hand in his 
trousers pocket. "Get out, Dick, or I'll tread on you!" 
this to one of the cats, who seemed to think because he 
was black and covered with black fur that he was a 
blacking-brush, and he was using himself accordingly all 
over his master s boots. 

" If you please, I want to go now," I said hurriedly. 

" To be sure you do," he said, still holding on to the 
end of my tie — "to be sure you do. Hah! that's got him 
at last." 

I stared in return, for there had been a great deal of 
screwing about going on in that pocket, as if he could not 
get out his big fist, but it came out at last with a snatch. 

"Here, where are you?" he said. " Weskit? why, what 
a bit of a slit it is to call a pocket. Hold the sixpence 
though, won't it?" 

" If you please I'd rather pay for the flowers," I cried, 
flushing as he held on by the tie with one hand, and 
thrust the sixpence back in my pocket with the other. 

" Dessay you would," he replied; "but I told you before 
I'm market grower and dursen't take small sums. Not 
according to Cocker. Didn't know Cocker, I suppose, 
did you?" 

" No, sir." 

"Taught 'rithmetic. Didn't learn his 'rithmetic then?" 
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"Did you though? There, now, you play a walking 
game, and get home and count your strawberries." 

" Yes, sir, but— 

" I say, what a fellow you are to but ! Why, you're like 
Teddy, my goat, I once had. No, no ! No money. Wel- 
come to the fruit, ditto flowers, boy. This way." 

He was leading me towards the gate now like a dog by 
a string, and it annoyed me that he would hold me by 
the end of my tie, the more so that I could see Shock 
with a basket turned over his head watching me from 
down amongst the trees. 

" Come on again, my lad, often as you like. Lots grow- 
ing — lots spoils." 

"Thank you, sir," I said diffidently, "but—" 

" Woa, Teddy," he cried, laughing. " There, that'll do. 
Look here, why don't you bring her for a walk round the 
garden — do her good? Glad to see her any time. Here, 
what a fellow you are, dropping your strawberries. Let 
it alone, Dick. Do for Shock." 

I had let a great double strawberry roll off the top of 
my heap, and a cat darted at it to give it a sniff; but old 
Brownsmith picked it up and laid it on the top of a post 
formed of a cut-down tree. 

" Now, then, let's get a basket. Look better for an 
invalid. One minute: some leaves. 

He stooped and picked some strawberry leaves, and 
one or two very large ripe berries, which he told me were 
Myatt's. 

Then taking me to a low cool shed that smelt strongly 
of cut flowers, he took down a large open strawberry 
basket from a nail, and deftly arranged the leaves and 
fruit therein, with the finest ripened fruit pointing up- 
wards. 

" That's the way to manage it, my lad," he said, giving 
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me a queer look; " put all the bad ones at the bottom and 
the good ones at the top. That's what you'd better do 
with your qualities, only never let the bad ones get out." 

" Now, your pinks and roses," he said; and, taking them, 
he shook them out loosely on the bench beneath a window, 
arranged them all very cleverly in a bunch, and tied it up 
with a piece of matting. 

" I'm sure I'm very much obliged to you, sir," I said, 
warmly now, for it seemed to me that I had been making 
a mistake about Mr. Brownsmith, and that he was a very 
good old fellow after all. 

" That's right," he said, laughing. " So you ought to 
be. Good-bye. Come again soon. My dooty to your 
mamma, and I hope she'll be better. Shake hands." 

I held out my hand and grasped his warmly as we 
reached the gate, seeing Shock watching me all the time. 
Then as I stood outside old Brownsmith laughed and 
nodded. 

" Mind how you pack your strawberries," he said with 
a laugh; " bad 'uns at bottom, good uns at top. Good-bye, 
youngster, good-bye." 




CHAPTER III. 



OLD BROWNSMITH A VISITOR. 




HE time glided on, but I did not go to the 
garden again, for my mother felt that we 
must not put ourselves under so great an 
obligation to a stranger. Neither did I take 
her over for a walk, but we sat at the window a great 
deal after lesson time; and whenever I was alone and 
Shock was within sight, he used to indulge in some 
monkey-like gesture, all of which seemed meant to show 
me what a very little he thought of me. 

At the end of a fortnight, as I was sitting at the win- 
dow talking to a boy who went to a neighbouring school, 
and telling him why I did not go, a great clod of earth 
came over the wall and hit the boy in the back. 

"Who's that!" he cried sharply. " Did you shy that 
lump?" 

"No/ 5 I said; and before I could say more, he cried: 

"I know. It was Brownsmith's baboon shied that. 
Only let us get him out in the fields, we'll give it him. 
You know him, don't you ? " 

"Do you mean Shock?" I said. 

" Yes, that ragged old dirty chap," he cried. " You can 
see him out of your window, can't you?" 

" I can sometimes," I said; "but I can't now.'* 

" That's because he's sneaking along under the wall. 

Never mind; we'll pay him some day if he only comes 
out." 
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Doesn't he come out then?" 
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" No. He's nobody's boy, and sleeps in the sheds over 
there. One of Brownsmith's men picked him up in the 
road, and brought him home in one of the market carts. 
Brownsmith sent him to the workhouse, but he always 
runs away and comes back. He's just like a monkey, 
ain't he? Here, I must go; but I say, why don't you ask 
your ma to let you come and play with us; we have rare 
games down the meadows, bathing, and wading, and catch- 
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" I should like to come," I said dolefully. 

"Ah! there's no end of things to see down there 
water-rats and frogs; and there's a swan's nest, with the 
old bird sitting; and don't the old cock come after you 
savage if you go near! Oh, we do have rare games there 
on half-holidays! I wish you'd come." 

" I should like to," I said. 



" Ain't too proud ; are you ? 

" Oh no!" I said, shaking my head. 

" Because I was afraid you were. Well, I shall catch 
it if I stop any longer. I say, is your ma better?" 

I shook my head. 

" Ain't going to die, is she ? " 

"Oh no!" I said sharply. 

" That's all right. Well, you get her to let you come. 
What's your name?" 

" Grant," I said. 

"Grant! Grant what?" 

" Dennison." 

"Oh, all right, Grant! I shall call for you next half- 
holiday; and mind you come." 

"Stop a moment," I said. "What's your name?" 

"George Day," he replied; and then my new friend 
trotted off, swinging half-a-dozen books at the end of a 
strap, and I sat at the window wishing that I too could 
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go to school and have a strap to put round ray books and 
swing them, for my life seemed very dull. 

All at once I saw something amongst the bristly young 
shoots of the plum-trees along the wall, and on looking 
more attentively I made out that it was the top of Shock's 
straw head-piece with the lid gone, and the hair sticking 

out in the most comical way. 

I watched him intently, fully expecting to see another 
great clod of earth come over, and wishing I had some- 
thing to throw back at him; but I had nothing but a 
flower-pot with a geranium in it, and the shells upon the 
chimney-piece, and they were Mrs. Beeton's, and I didn't 
like to take them. 

The head came a little higher till the whole of the 
straw bonnet crown was visible, and I could just make 
out the boy's eyes. 

Of course he was watching me, and I sat and watched 
him, feeling that he must have turned one of the trained 
plum-trees into a ladder, and climbed up; and I found 
myself wondering whether he had knocked off any of the 
young fruit. 

Then, as he remained perfectly still, watching me, I 
began to wonder why he should be so fond of taking 
every opportunity he could find to stare at me; and then 
I wondered what old Brownsmith would say to him, or 
do, if he came slowly up behind him and caught him 
climbing up his beautifully trained trees. 

Just then I heard a loud cough that I knew was old 
Brownsmith's, for I had heard it dozens of times, and 
Shock's head disappeared as if by magic. 

I jumped up to see, for I felt sure that Shock was 
going to catch it, and then I saw that old Brownsmith 
was not in his garden, but in the lane on our side, and 
that he was close beneath the window looking up at me. 
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He nodded, and I had just made up my mind that I 
would not complain about Shock, when there was a loud 
thump of the knocker, and directly after I heard the 
door open, a heavy step in the passage, the door closed, 
and then the sound of old Brownsmith wiping his shoes 
on the big mat. 

His shoes could not have wanted wiping, for it was a 
very dry day, but he kept on rub — rub — rub, till Mrs. 
Beeton, who waited upon us as well as let us her apart- 
ments, came upstairs, knocked at my mother's door, and 
went down again. 

o 

Then there was old Brownsmith s heavy foot on the 
stairs, and he was shown in to where I was waiting. 

" Mrs. Dennison will be here directly," said our land- 
lady, and the old man smiled pleasantly at me. 

I say old man, for he was in my eyes a very old man, 
though I don't suppose he was far beyond fifty; but he was 
very gray, and gray hairs in those days meant to me age. 

"How do?" he said as soon as he saw me. "Being 
such a nigh neighbour I thought I'd come and pay my 
respects." 

He had a basket in his hand, and just then my mother 
entered, and he turned and began backing before her on 
to me. 

"Like taking a liberty," he said in his rough way, 
"but your son and me's old friends, ma'am, and I've 
brought you a few strawberries before they're over." 

Before my mother could thank him he went on: 

" Been no rain, you see, and the sun's ripening of 'em 
off so fast. A few flowers, too, not so good as they should 
be, ma'am, but he said you liked flowers." 

I saw the tears stand in my mother's eyes as she 
thanked him warmly for his consideration, and begged 
him to sit down. 

(289) o 
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But no. He was too busy. Lot of people getting 
ready for market and he was wanted at home, he said, 
but he thought he would bring those few strawberries 
and flowers. 
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I told him, you know, how welcome you'd be/' he 
continued. " Garden's always open to you, ma'am. Come 

often. Him too. 

He was at the door as he said this, and nodding and 
bowing he backed out, while I followed him downstairs 
to open the door. 

Look here," he said, offending me directly by catching 
hold of one end of my neckerchief, "you bring her over, 
and look here," he went on in a severe whisper, " you be 
a good boy to her, and try all you can to make her happy. 
Do you hear?" 

" Yes, sir," I said. " I do try." 

" That's right. Don't you worry her, because — because 

it's my opinion that she couldn't bear it, and boys are 
such fellows. Now you mind." 

" Yes, sir," I said, "I'll mind;" and he went away, while, 
when I returned to the room where my mother was hold- 
ing the flowers to her face, and seeming as if their beauty 
and sweetness were almost more than she could bear, I 
glanced towards the window, and there once more, with 
his head just above the wall, and peering through the thick 
bristling twigs, was that boy Shock, watching our win- 
dow till old Brownsmith reached his gate. 

Hardly a week had passed before the old man got hold 
of me as I was going by his gate, taking me as usual 
by the end of my tie and leading me down the garden to 
cut some more flowers. 

" You haven't brought her yet," he said. " Look here, 
if you don't bring her I shall think you are too proud." 

"He shall not think that," my mother said; and for 
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the next week or two she went across for a short time 
every day, while I walked beside her, for her to lean upon 
my shoulder, and to carry the folding seat so that she 
might sit down from time to time. 

Upon these occasions I never saw Shock, and old Brown- 
smith never came near us. It was as if he wanted us to 
have the garden to ourselves for these walks, and to a 
great extent we did. 

Of course I used to notice how often I had to spread 
out that chair for her to sit down under the shady trees; 
but I thought very little more of it. She was weak. 
Well, I knew that; but some people were weak, I said, 
and some were strong, and she would be better when it 
was not so hot. 




CHAPTER IV. 



A. LESSON IN SWIMMING. 




T was hot! One of those dry summers when 
the air seems to quiver with the heat, and one 
afternoon, as I was in my old place at the 
window watching Shock go to and fro, carry- 
ing baskets of what seemed to be beans, George Day came 

along. 

" I say/' he cried, "ask leave to come with us. We've 
got a half- holiday." 

Just then I saw the bristling shoots on the wall shake, 
but I paid no heed, for I was too much interested in my 
new friend's words. 

" Where are you going?" I asked. 

" Oh, down the meadows ! that's the best place, and 
there's no end of fun to be had. I'll take a fishing-rod." 

I went to where my mother was lying down and asked 
her consent, receiving a feeble yes, and her hand went up 
to my neck, to draw me down that she might kiss me. 

" Be back in good time," she whispered. " George Day, 

you said?" 

"Yes; his father is something in London, and he goes 
to the grammar-school." 

" Be back in good time," she whispered again; and get- 
ting my cap, I just caught sight of Shock at the top of 
the wall as I ran by the window. 

"Poor fellow!" I thought, "how he, too, would like a 
holiday!" 

" Here I am," I cried; and feeling as if I had been just 
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released from some long confinement, I set off with my 
companion at a sharp run. 

We had to call at his house, a large red brick place 
just at the end of the village, close to Isleworth church, 
where the rod was obtained, with a basket to hold bait, 
lines, and the fish that we were going to catch; and soon 
after we were down where the sleek cows were con- 
tentedly lying about munching, and giving their heads an 
angry toss now and then to keep off the flies. 

Rich grass, golden butter-cups, bushes and trees whose 
boughs swept down towards the ground, swallows and 
swifts darting here and there, and beneath the vividly 
blue sky there was the river like so much damascened 
silver, for in those days one never thought about the 
mud. 

I cannot describe the joy I felt in running here and 
there with my companion, and a couple of his school- 
fellows who had preceded us, and who saluted us as we 
approached with a shout. 

We ran about till we were tired, and then the fishing 
commenced from the bank, for the tide was well up, and 
according to my companion's account the fish were in 
plenty. 

Perhaps they were, but though bait after bait was 
placed upon the hook, and the line thrown out to float 
along with the current, not a fish was caught, no vestige 
of that nerve-titillating tremble of the float — a bite — was 

seen. 

Every now and then some one struck sharply, trying 
to make himself believe that roach or dace had taken the 
bait, but the movement of the float was always due to 
the line dragging the gravelly ground, or the bait touch- 
ing one of the many weeds. 

The sun was intensely hot, and scorched our backs, and 
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burned our faces by flashing back from the water, which 
looked cool and tempting, as it ran past our feet. 

We fished on, sometimes one handling the rod and 
sometimes the other — beginning by throwing in the line 
with whispered words, so as not to frighten the fish that 
were evidently not there, and ending by sending in bait 
and float with a splash, and with noise and joking, 

" There's a big one," some one would cry, and a clod 
torn out from the bank, or a stone, would be thrown in 
amidst bursts of laughter. 

" Oh it's not a jolly bit of good," cried one of the boys; 
"they won't bite to-day. I'm so thirsty, let's have a 
drink." 

"No, no, don't drink the water," I said; "it isn't good 
enough." 

"What shall we do then — run after the cows for a 
pen'orth of milk?" 

"I say, look there," cried George Day; "the tide's 
turned. It's running down. We shall get plenty of fish 
now." 

" Why, there's somebody bathing down below there," 
cried another of the boys. 

" Yes, and can't he swim! " 

" Let's all have a bathe," cried young Day. 

"Ah! come on: it will be jolly here. Who's first in?" 

I looked on half in amazement, for directly after catch- 
ing sight of the head of some lad in the water about a 
couple of hundred yards below us, who seemed to be 
swimming about in the cool water with the greatest ease, 
my companions began to throw off caps and jackets, and 
to untie and kick off their boots. 

" But we haven't got any towels," cried George Day. 

"Towels!" cried one of the others; "why, the sun will 
dry us in five minutes ; come on. What a day for a swim !" 
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It did look tempting there at the bottom of that green 
meadow, deep in grass and with the waving trees to hide 
us from observation, though there was not a house within 
a mile, nor, saving an occasional barge with a sleepy man 
hanging over the tiller, a boat to be seen, and as I watched 
the actions of my companions I for the first time in my 
life felt the desire to imitate them come on me strongly. 

They were not long undressing, one kicking off his 
things anyhow, another carefully folding them as he took 
them off, and tucking his socks inside his boots. But 
careful and careless alike, five minutes had not elapsed 
before to my delight George Day, who was a boy of about 
fourteen, ran back a dozen yards from the river's brink 
and threw up his arms. 

"One, two, three, cock warning!" he shouted, ran by 
me swiftly, and plunged into the river with a tremendous- 
splash. 

I felt horrified, but the next moment his head reap- 
peared bobbing about, and he swam along easily and well. 

" Oh it's so lovely!" he cried. " Come along." 

"All right!" cried one of his friends, sitting down on 
the edge of the bank, and lowering himself in gently, to 
stand for a few moments up to his arm-pits, and then 
duck his head down twice, rubbing his eyes to get the 
water out, and then stooping down and beginning to swim 
slowly and laboriously, and with a great deal of puffing. 

"Oh, what a cowardly way of getting in!" said the 
third, who stood on the bank, hesitating. 

" Well, let's see you, then," cried George Day, who was 
swimming close at hand. "Jump in." 

"Oh, I can't jump in like you do," said the other; "it 
gives me the headache." 

" Why, you're afraid." 

" No, I'm not." 
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"Yes, you are. Come in, or I'll pull you down." 

"There!" 

The boy jumped in feet first, and as soon as he came 
up he struggled to the bank, and puffed and panted and 
squeezed the water out of his hair. 

"Oh my, isn't it jolly cold!" he cried. "It takes all 
my breath away." 

"Cold!" cried the others; "it's lovely. Here you, 
Dennison, come in." 

" I can't swim," I said, feeling a curious shrinking on 
the one side, quite a temptation on the other. 

"And you never will," cried George Day, "if you don't 
try. It's so easy: look here!" 

He swam a few yards with the greatest ease, turned 
round, and began swimming slowly back. 

" Go on — faster," I cried, for I was interested. 

"Can't," he cried, "tide runs so sharp. If I didn't mind 
I should be swept right away. Come in. I'll soon teach 

you." 

I shook my head 

" Oh, you are a fellow. Come on." 

" No, I sha'n't bathe," I said in a doubtful tone. 

" Oh, here's a chap! I say isn't he a one! Always tied 

to his mother's apron - string: can't play cricket, or 
rounders, or football, and can't swim. I say, isn't he a 

molly." 

The others laughed, and being now out of their misery, 
as they termed it, they were splashing about and enjoy- 
ing the water, but neither of them went far from the 
bank. 

"I say, why don't you come in?" cried the boy who 
jumped in feet first. You will like it so." 

"Yes: come along, and try to swim. I can take five 
strokes. Look here." 
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I watched while the boy went along puffing and pant- 
ing, and making a great deal of splashing. 

"Get out!" said the other; "he has got one leg on the 
ground. This is the way to learn to swim. Look here, 
Dennison, my father showed me." 

I looked, and he waded out three or four yards, till the 
water was nearly over his shoulders. 

" Oh, I say, isn't the tide strong !" he cried. " Now, then, 
look." 

He threw up his arms, joined his hands as he stood 
facing me, made a sort of jump and turned right over, 
plunging down before me, his legs and feet coming right 
out, and then for some seconds there was a great deal of 
turmoil and splashing in the muddy water, and he came 
up close to the bank. 

" That's the way," he cried, panting. " You have to try 
to get to the bottom, and that gives you confidence." 

" I didn't learn that way," shouted George Day. " See 
me float!" 

We all looked, and he turned over on his back, but 
splashed a good deal to keep himself up. Then all at once 
he went under, and my heart seemed to stand still, but 
he came up again directly, shaking his head and spitting. 

" Tread water!" he cried; and he seemed to be wading 
about with difficulty. 

"Is it deep there?" I shouted. 

" Look," he cried; and raising his hands above his head 
he sank out of sight, his hands disappearing too, and then 
he was up again directly and swam to the bank. 

"I wish I could swim like you do," I said, looking at 
him with admiration. 

" Well, it's easy enough," he said. " Come along." 

"Shall I?" 

"Yes. Why, what are you afraid of? Nobody ever 
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comes down here except us boys who want a bathe. 
Slip off your clothes and have a good dip. You're sure 

to like it." 

" But I've never been used to it," I protested. 

" Then get used to it," he cried. " I say, boys, he ought 

to learn, oughtn't he?" 

" Yes," cried the others. "Let's get out and make him. 

" Oh, I don't want any making," I said proudly. "But 
I say — is it dangerous?" 

"Dangerous! Hark at him! Ha-ha-ha!" laughed Day. 
" Why, what are you afraid of? There, jump out of your 
jacket. I sha'n't stop in much longer, and I want to give 
you a lesson." 

" He's afraid," shouted the other two boys. 

"Am I! You'll see," I said sturdily; and, feeling as if 
I were going to do something very desperate, and with 

a curious sensation of dread coming all over me, even to 
the roots of my hair, I rapidly undressed and went to 
the edge. 

Hooray 1" shouted Day. "Now, look here: you can 
jump in head first, which is the proper way, or sneak in 
toes first, like they do. Show 'em you aren't afraid. 
They daren't jump in head first. Come on; I'll take care 
you don't come up too far out, as you can't swim." 

"Would it matter if I did?" I said excitedly. 

" Get along with you ! no," cried Day. 

I hesitated, for the water looked very dreadful, and in 
spite of the burning sunshine it seemed cold. I felt so 
helpless too, and would gladly have run back to my 
clothes and dressed, instead of standing on the brink of 
the river. 

" In with you," shouted Day, backing away from the 
bank, and the other two boys stood a little way off, with 
the water up to their chests, grinning and jeering. 
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" He daren't. 

" He's afraid." 

"I say, don't you jump in: you'll get wet." 

"I say, young 'un, don't. You learn to swim in the 
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washing-tub in warm water. 

"Don't you take any notice of them," cried Day. "You 
jump in. Join your hands above your head and go in 
with a regular good leap. They can't." 

I felt desperate. The water seemed to drive me back, 
but all the time the jeers of the boys pricked and stirred 
me on, and at last, obeying Day to the letter, I placed 
my hands above my head, diver fashion, and took the 
plunge down into the darkness of the chilly water, which 
seemed to roar and thunder in my ears, and then, before 
I knew where I was, I found myself standing up, spitting, 
half blind, with a curious burning sensation in my nos- 
trils, and a horrible catching of the breath. 

"Hooray!" shouted Day. "You've beat them hollow. 
Now you're out of your misery and can show them. I 
bet a penny you learn to swim before they can." 

This was encouraging, and I began to feel a warm 
glow of satisfaction in my veins. 

" Catch hold of my hand," cried Day. 

" No, no," I cried excitedly. " You'll take me where 
it's deep. 

" Get out!" he said. " I shouldn't be such a fool. There, 
go on then by yourself. Don't go where it's more than 
up to your chin." 

"Oh, no!" I said, stooping and rising, and letting the 
water, as it ran swiftly, send a curious cold thrill all over 
me. And then, as I began cautiously to wade about, 
panting, and with my breath coming in an irregular 
manner, there was a very pleasurable sensation in it all. 
First I began to notice how firm and close and heavy the 
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water felt, and how it pressed against me. Then I began 
to think of how hard it was to walk, the water keeping 
me back; and directly after, as I stepped suddenly in a soft 
place all mud, which seemed to ooze up between my toes, 
the water came to my shoulders, and I felt as if I were 
being lifted from my feet. 

"I say how do you like it?" cried Day, who was swim- 
ming a few yards away. 

'■< I don't know," I panted. " I think I like it." 

" Oh you'll soon think it glorious," he replied. "You'll 
love it as soon as you can swim." 

The other two had waded on for some distance against 
the current, taking no further interest in me now I had 
made my plunge. 

" I should like to swim," I said. 

" Oh it's easy enough once you get used to it. That 
chap down below there swims twice as well as I can, but 
I don't know who he is." 

"What shall I do first?" I asked. 

" Oh, throw yourself flat on the water, and kick out 
your arms and legs like I do — like a frog. You'll soon 
learn. Now I'm going to swim up as far as they arc, and 
then let myself float back. You'll see me come down. 
It's so easy. You watch." 

"All right!" I said. 

"You keep close in to the bank/' he shouted; "the tide 
don't run there. Keep on trying to throw yourself down 
and kick out like a frog. You'll soon swim." 

I nodded, and stood holding on by a tuft of coarse 
sedge, watching him as he threw himself on his side, and 
went off pretty close to the bank, where the water was 
eddying; and the next minute he was beyond a clump of 
sedge that projected into the river, and I was alone. 

I felt no dread now, for the water seemed pleasantly 
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cool, and I began to grow more confident. The buoyancy 
was delicious, and 1 found that by holding on with both 
hands to the long rushes I could float on the water, 
throwing myself down and keeping close to the surface, 
but with my legs gradually sinking, till I gave them a 
kick and rose again. 

I amused myself this way for a minute or two, and 
then, leaving the tuft of rushes, I began to wade slowly 
along with the water up to my chest, and every now and 
then I stooped down, so that it came above my shoulders, 
and struck out with my hands; but I dare not throw 
myself flat with my legs off the bottom. That was too 
much to expect, and I had not recovered yet from the 
desperate plunge in, the recollection of which made me 
wonder at my temerity. 

It was very nice that first lesson in the water's buoy- 
ancy, and as I jumped up, or lowered myself down, or 
held on by the tufts by the brink, and let myself float, I 
could not help comparing myself to the soap in the bath- 
tub at home, for that almost floated, but gradually settled 
down to the bottom, just as my body seemed to do. 

"I shall soon swim," I thought to myself; but I felt no 
inclination to risk the first plunge and begin the struggle. 
It was far more pleasant to keep on wading there with 
the water up to my chest, and the delicious sensation of 
novelty, half fear, half pleasure, making me now venture 
out a few inches into deeper water, now shrink back 
towards the bank. 

How beautiful it all seemed, with the mellow afternoon 
sunlight dancing on the water as a puff of warm wind 
came now and then along the river. The trees were so 
green and the sky so blue, and the barges, and horses that 
drew them by the towing-path on the other side, all 
seemed to add to my pleasure, for the barges seemed to 
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glide along so easily, and they floated, and that was what 
I wanted to do. 

I forgot all about my companions, who must have been 
a couple of hundred yards higher up the river, while I 
was wading down. 

By degrees I found the water a little deeper, and I 
shrank from it at first, but I was close to the bank and 
had only to stretch out my hand to catch hold of a tuft 
of grass or sedge, and, after the shrinking sensation, it 
seemed pleasant to have the water higher up about my 
shoulders. It was so much harder to walk, and I could 
feel myself almost panting. Beside this there was a nice 
soft muddy bottom, pleasanter to the feet than the gravel 
where I had plunged in. 

Yes: I thought it a much nicer place there, and I was 
slowly and cautiously wading on, while all at once I 
found the water seeming to come in the opposite direction, 
curving round towards me in a place where the bank was 
scooped out. 

It looked so smooth that I pressed on, taking one step 
forward, so that the water might rush up against me, and 

then I was floating, for my feet found no bottom, and 
with an excited thrill of delight I felt that I could swim. 

Yes; there was no doubt about it. I could swim as 
easily as George Day, only I was not moving my hands, 
while the water was bearing me up and carrying me 
round as in a whirlpool just once, and then I was swept 
into the tide-way with the water thundering in my ears, 
a horrible strangling sensation in my nostrils, and a 
dimness coming over my aching eyes. 

I could never remember much about it, only that it 
was all a confusion of thundering in my ears and rushing 
sounds. I kept on beating the water with my hands as I 
had seen a dog beat the surface when he could not swim, 
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and I seemed to throw my head right back as I gasped 
for breath. But I do not remember that it was very 
horrible, or that I was drowning, as I surely was. Con- 
fusion is the best expression for explaining my sensations 
as I was swept rapidly down by the tide. 

What do I remember next? I hardly know. Only 
a sensation of some one catching me by the wrist, from 
somewhere in the darkness that was closing me in. But 
the next thing after that is, I remember shutting my eyes, 
because the sun shone in them so fiercely as I lay on my 
back in the grass, with my head aching furiously, and a 
strange pain at the back of my neck, as if some one had 
been trying to break my head off, as a mischievous child 
would serve a doll. 

Just then I heard some one sobbing and crying, and 
I felt as if I must be asleep and dreaming all this. 

" Don't make that row. He's all right, I tell you. He 
isn't drowned. What's the good of making a row like that ! " 

It was George Day's voice, and opening my eyes I said 
hoarsely: 

"What's the matter? Is he hurt?" 

" No : it's only Harry Leggatt thought you were — you 
were hurt, you know. Can you get up, and run? All our 
clothes are two fields off. Come on. The sun will dry you." 

I got up, feeling giddy and strange, and the aching at 
the back of my head was almost unbearable; bat I began 
to walk with Day holding my hand, and after a time — 
he guiding me, for I felt very stupid — I began to trot; 
and at last, with my head throbbing and whirring, I found 
myself standing by my clothes, and my companions helped 
me to dress. 

" You went out too far," Day said. " I told you not, 
you know." 

I was shivering with cold and terribly uncomfortable 
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with putting on my things over my wet chilled body. It 
had been a hard task too, especially with my socks, but 
I hardly spoke till we were walking home, and when I 
did it was during the time I was smoothing my wet hair 
with a pocket comb lent me by one of the boys. 

"How was it I went too far?" I said at last, dolefully. 

" I don't know," said Day. " I shouldn't have known 
anything if that chap Shock hadn't come shouting to 
us; and when we came, thinking he was going to steal 
our clothes, he brought us and showed us where he had 
dragged you out on to the bank. It was him we saw 
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swimming when we first went in. 

" Where is he now?" I said wearily. " Let's ask him all 
about it." 

" I don't know/' replied Day. " He ran off to dress 
himself, I suppose, and he didn't come back. But I say, 
you're better now. 

"Oh yes!" I said, "I'm better now;" and by degrees 
the walk in the warm afternoon sunshine seemed to make 

me feel more myself; beside which I was dry when I got 
back home, but very low-spirited and dull. 

I did not say anything, for my mother was lying down, 
and Mrs. Beeton never invited my confidence; beside 
which I felt rather conscience-stricken, and after having 
my solitary tea I went to the window, feeling warmer, 
and less disposed to shiver. 

And as I sat there about seven o'clock on that warm 
summer evening it almost seemed as if my afternoon's 
experience had been a dream, and that Shock had not 
swum out and saved me from drowning, for there he was 
under one of the pear-trees, with a switch and a piece of 
clay, throwing pellets at our house, one of which came 
right in at the open window close by my cheek, and 
struck against Mrs. Beeton s chelfonier door. 



CHAPTER V. 




BEGINNING A NEW LIFE. 

DON'T want to say much about a sad, sad 

time in my life, but old Brownsmith played 

so large a part in it then that I feel bound 

to set it all down. 

I saw very little more of George Day, for just about 

that time he was sent off to another school; and I am 

glad to recollect that I went little away from the invalid 

who used to watch me with such wistful eyes. 

I had no more lessons in swimming, but I saved up a 
shilling for a particular purpose, and that was to give to 
Shock; but though I tried to get near him time after 
time when I was in the big garden with my mother, no 
sooner did I seem to be going after him than the boy went 
off like some wild thing — diving in amongst the bushes, 
and, knowing the garden so well, he soon got out of sight. 

I did not want to send the present by anybody, for that 
seemed to me like entering into explanations why I sent 
the money; and I knew that if the news reached my 
mother's ears that I had been half-drowned, it would 
come upon her like a terrible shock; and she was, I 
knew now, too ill to bear anything more. 

So though I was most friendly in my disposition towards 
Shock, and wanted to pay him in my mild way for saving 
my life, he persisted in looking upon me as an enemy, 
and threw clay, clods, and, so to speak, derisive gestures, 
whenever we met at a distance. 

" I won't run after him any more," I said to myself one 
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day. " He's half a wild beast, and if he wants us to be 

enemies, we will." 

I suppose I knew a good deal for my age, as far as 
education went. If I had been set to answer the ques- 
tions in an examination paper I believe I should have 
failed; but all the same I had learned a great deal of 
French, German, and Latin, and I could write a fair hand 
and express myself decently on paper. But when I sat 
at our window watching Shock's wonderful activity, and 
recalled how splendidly he must be able to swim, I used 
to feel as if I were a very inferior being, and that he 
was a long way ahead of me. 

As the time went on our visits to the garden used to 
grow less frequent; but whenever the weather was fine 
and my mother felt equal to the task, we used to go over; 
and towards the end old Brownsmith's big armed Windsor 
chair, with its cushions, used to be set under a big quince 
tree in the centre walk, just where there were most 
flowers, and as soon as we had reached it the old fellow 
used to come down with a piece of carpet to double up 
and put beneath my mother's feet. 

" Used to be a bit of a spring here," he said with a nod 
to me; "might be a little damp." 

Then he would leave a couple of cats, "just for com- 
pany like," he would say, and then go softly away. 

I did not realize it was so near when that terrible time 
came and I followed my poor mother to her grave, seeing 
everything about me in a strange, unnatural manner. 
One minute it seemed to be real ; then again as if it were 
all a dream. There were people about me in black, and I 
was in black, but I was half stunned, listening to the 
words that were said; and at last I was left almost alone, 
for those who were with me stepped back a yard or two. 

I was gazing down with my eyes dimmed and a strange 
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aching feeling at my heart, when I felt someone touch my 
elbow, and turning round to follow whoever it was, I 
found old Brownsmith there, in his black clothes and 
white neckerchief, holding an enormous bunch of white 
roses in his arms. 

"Thought you'd like it, my lad," he said in a low 
husky voice. "She used to be very fond o' my white 
roses, poor soul !" 

As he spoke he nodded and took his great pruning- 
knife from his coat pocket, opened it with his teeth, and 
cut the strip of sweet-scented Russia mat. Then holding 
them ready in his arms he stood there while I slowly 
scattered the beautiful flowers down more and more, 
more and more, till the coffin was nearly covered, and 
instead of the black cloth I saw beneath me the fragrant 
heap of flowers, and the dear, loving face that had gazed 
so tenderly in mine seemed once more to be looking in 

my eyes. 

I held the last two roses in my hand for a moment or 
two, hesitating, but I let them fall at last; and then the 
tears I had kept back so long came with a rush, and I 
sank down on my knees sobbing as if my heart would 
break. 

It was one of my uncles who laid his hand upon my 
shoulder and made me start as he bent over me, and said 

in a low, chilling voice: 

"Get up, my boy; we are going back. Come! — be a 

man ! " 

I did get up in a weary, wretched way, and as I did so 
I looked round after old Brownsmith, and there he was 
a little distance off, watching me, it seemed. Then we 
went back, my relatives who were there taking very little 
notice of me; and I was made the more wretched by 
hearing one cousin, whom I had never seen before, say 
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angrily that he did not approve of that last scene being 
made — " such an exhibition with those flowers." 

It was about a month after that sad scene that I went 
over to see old Brownsmith. I was very young, but my 
life with my invalid mother had, I suppose, made me 
thoughtful; and though I used to sit a great deal at the 
window I felt as if I had not the heart to go into the great 
garden, where every path and bed would seem to bring 
up one of the days when somebody used to be sitting 
there, watching the flowers and listening to the birds. 

I used to fancy that if I went down any of her favour- 
ite walks I should burst out crying; and I had a horror 
of doing that, for the knowledge was beginning to dawn 
upon me that a great change was coming over my life, 
and that I must begin to think of acting like a man. 

As I turned in at the gate I saw Shock at the door of 
one of the lofts over the big packing-sheds. He had evi- 
dently gone up there after some baskets, and as soon as I 
saw him I walked quickly in his direction; but he darted 
out of sight in the loft; and if I had any idea of scaling 
the ladder and going up to him to take him by storm, 
it was checked at once, for a half-sieve basket — one of 
those flat, round affairs in which fruit is packed — came 
flying out of the door, and then another and another, one 
after the other, at a tremendous rate, quite sufficient to 
have knocked me backwards before I was half-way up. 

"A brute!" I said angrily to myself. "I'll treat him 
with contempt;" and striding away I went down the 
garden, with the creaking, banging of the falling baskets 
going on. And when I turned to look, some fifty yards 
away, there was a big heap of the round wicker-work flats 
at the foot of the ladder, and others kept on flying out of 
the door. 

I had not gone far before I saw old Brownsmith busy 
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as usual amongst his cats; and as he rose from stooping 
to tie up a plant he caught sight of me, and immediately 
turned down the path where I was. 

He held out his great rough hand, took mine, and 
shook it up and down gently for quite a minute, just as 
if it had been the handle of a pump. 

"Seen my new pansies?" he said. 

I shook my head. 

" No, of course you haven't," he said. " Well, how are 
you ? " 

I said I was pretty well, and hoped he was. 

" Middling," he replied. " Want more sun. Can't get 
my pears to market without more sun." 

" It has been dull," I said. 

" Splendid for p]anting out, my lad, but bad for ripen- 
ing off. Well, how are you?" 

I said again that I was very well; and he looked at 
me thoughtfully, put one end of a bit of matting between 
his teeth, and drew it out tightly with his left hand. 
Then he began to twang it thoughtfully, and made it 
give out a dull musical note. 

"Seen my new pansies?" he said — -"no, of course not," he 
added quickly; "and I asked you before. Come and look 
at them." 

He led me to a bed which was full of beautifully rounded 
velvety-petal led flowers. 

" What do you think of them?" he said— "eh ? There's 
a fine one, Mulberry Superb; rich colour — eh ?" 

" They are lovely," I said warmly. 

" Hah ! yes !" he said, looking at mo thoughtfully; "she 
liked white roses, though — yes, white roses — and they 
are all over." 

My lip began to quiver, but I mastered the emotion 
and he went on: 
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"Thought I should have seen you before, my lad. 
Didn't think I should see you for some time. Thought 
perhaps I should never see you again. Thought you'd be 
sure to come and say 'Good-bye!' before you went. 
Contradictions — eh ?" 

" I always meant to come over and see you, Mr. Brown- 
smith," I said. 

"Of course you did, my lad. Been damp and cold. 
Want more sun badly." 

I said I hoped the weather would soon change, and I 
began to feel uncomfortable and was just thinking I 
would go, when he thrust the piece of matting in his 
pocket and took up and began stroking one of the cats. 

"Ah! it's a bad job, my lad!" he said softly — "a terrible 
job! 

I nodded. 

"A sad job, my lad! — a very sad job!" 

I nodded again, and waited till a choking sensation had 
gone off. 

" Boys don't think enough about their mothers — some 
boys don't," he went on. "I didn't, till she was took 
away. You did — stopped with her a deal." 

" I'm afraid " — I began. 

"I'm not," he said, interrupting me hastily. "I notice 
a deal — weather, and people, and children, and boys, and 
things growing. Want sun badly — don't we? 

"Yes, sir," I said; and I looked up in his florid face, 
with its bushy white whiskers; and then I looked at his 
great bulging pockets, and next down lower at his black 
legs, which the cats were turning into rubbing-posts ; and 
as they served me the same in the most friendly manner 
I began wondering whether he ever brushed his black 
trousers, and thought of what a job I should have to get 
all the cats' hairs off mine. 
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For there they all were, quite a little troop, arching 
their backs and purring, sticking their tails straight up, 
and every now and then giving their ends a flick. 

They were so friendly in their rubbings against me 
that I did not like to refuse to accept their salutes; but 
it seemed to me as if only the light-coloured hairs came 
off, and in a short time I was furry from the knees of my 
black trousers down to my boots. 

There was something, too, of welcome in their ways 
that was pleasant to me in my desolate position, for 
just then I seemed as if I had not one friend in the 
world; and even Mr. Brownsmith seemed strange and 
cold, and as if he would be very glad when I was gone 
and he could get along with his work. 

"There, there," he cried suddenly, "we mustn't fret 
about it, you know. It's what we must all come to, and 
I don't hold with people making it out dreadful. It's very 
sad, boy, so it is. Dull weather too. When all my trees 
and plants die off for the winter, we don't call that dread- 
ful, because we know they'll all bud and leaf and blossom 
again after their long sleep; and so it is with them as has 
gone away. There, there, there, you must try to be a 
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"Yes, sir," I said; "I am trying very hard." 

"That's the way," he cried; "that's the way;" and he 
clapped me on the shoulder. " To be sure it is hard work, 
though, when you are on'y twelve or thirteen years old." 

"Yes, sir." 

"But look here, boy, there's a tremendous deal done by 
a lad who makes up his mind to try; do you see?" 

" Yes sir, I see," I said, looking at him wonderingly, for 
he did not seem to want to get rid of me now, as he was 
holding me tightly by the arm. 

"'Member coming for the strawberries?" he said drily. 
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"Yes, sir." 

"Thought me a disagreeable old fellow, didn't you 

then?" 

I hesitated, but he looked at me sharply. 

"Yes, sir, I did then/' I said. "I did not know how kind 

you could be." 

"That's just what I am," he said gruffly; "very dis- 
agreeable." 

I shook my head. 

"I am," he said. "Ask any of my men and women. 
Here — what's going to become of you, my lad — what are 
you going to be — soldier like your father?" 

"Oh no!" I said. 

"What then?" 

"I don't know, sir. I believe I am to wait till my uncles 
and my father's cousin have settled." 

"How many of them are to settle it, boy?" 

"Four, sir." 

"Four, eh, my boy! Ah, then I suppose it will take a 

lot of settling! You'll have to wait." 

"Yes, sir, I've got to wait," I said. 

"But have you no prospects?" 

"Oh yes, sir!" I said. "I believe I have." 

"Well, what?" 

"My uncle Frederick said that I must make up my 
mind to go somewhere and earn my own living." 

"That's a nice prospect." 

"Yes, sir." 

He was silent for a moment or two, and then smiled. 

"Well, you're right," he said. "It is a nice prospect, 
though you and I were thinking different things. I like 
a boy to make up his mind to earn his living when he is 
called upon to do it. Makes him busy and self-reliant- 
makes a man of him. Did he say how?" 
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"Who, sir — my uncle Frederick?" 

"Yes." 

"No, sir, he only said that I must wait." 

"Like I have to wait for the sun to ripen my fruit, eh? 
Ah, but I don't like that. If the sun don't come I pick it, 
and store it under cover to ripen as well as it will." 

I looked at him wonderingiy. 

"That waiting," he went on, "puts me in mind of the 
farmer and his corn in the fable — get out, cats! — he waited 
till he found that the proper thing to do was to get his 
sons to work and cut the corn themselves." 

"Yes, sir," I said smiling; "and then the lark thought 
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it was time to take her young ones away. 

"Good, lad; right!" he cried. "That fable contains the 
finest lesson a boy can learn. Don't you wait for others to 
help you: help yourself." 
I'll try, sir." 

"That's right. Ah! I wish I had always been as wise 
as that lark." 

"Then you would not wait if you were me, sir?" I said, 
looking up at him wonderingiy. 

"Not a week, my lad, if you can get anything to do. 

Fact is, I've been looking into it, and your relations are 
all waiting for each other to take you in hand. There 

isn't one of them wants the job." 

I sighed, and said: 

"I'm afraid I shall be a great deal of trouble to them, 
sir, and an enormous expense." 

"Oh, you think so, do you!" he said, stooping down and 
lifting up first one cat and then another, stroking them 
gently the while. Then one of them, as usual, leaped upon 
his back. "Well, look here, my boy," he said thoughtfully, 
"that's all nonsense about expense! I — " 

He stopped short and went on stroking one cat's back, 
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as it rubbed against his leg, and he seemed to be thinking 
very deeply. 

" Yes, all nonsense. See here ; wait for a week or two, 
perhaps one of your uncles may find you something to 
do, or send you to a good school, eh?" 

"No, sir," I said; "my uncle Frederick said I must not 
expect to be sent to a school." 

"Oh he did, did he?" 



"Yes, sir. 
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"Well, then, if nothing better turns up — if they don't 
find you a good place, you might come and help me." 

"Help you, sir!" I said wonderingly; "what, learn to be 
a market-gardener ? " 

"Yes, there's nothing so very dreadful in that, is there ?'' 

"Oh no, sir! but what could I do?" 
Heaps of things. Tally the bunches and check the 
sieves, learn to bud and graft, and how to cut young 
trees, and — oh, I could find you enough to do." 

I looked at him aghast, and began to see in my mind's 
eye rough, dirty Shock, crawling about on his hands and 
knees, and digging out the weeds from among the onions 
with his fingers. 

" Oh, there's lots of things you could do!" he continued. 
Why, of a night you might use your pen and help me do 
the booking, and read and improve yourself while I sat 
and smoked my pipe. Cats don't come into the house." 

"Do you mean that I should come and live with you, 
sir?" I said. 

"That's it, my boy, always supposing you couldn't do 
any better. Could you?" 

I shook my head. "I don't think so, sir," I said dismally. 

"Not such a good life for a boy in winter when things 
are bare, as in summer when the flowers are out and the 
fruit comes on. Like fruit, don't you?" 
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" Yea, sir, but you don't let your boys eat the fruit." 
"Tchah! I should never miss what you would eat," 
he said with a laugh, and you would soon get tired of the 
apples and pears and gooseberries. Think you'd like to 
come, eh — m? You don't know; of course you don't. 
Wouldn't make a gentleman of you. I never heard 
of a gentleman gardener; plenty of gentlemen farmers, 
though." 

Yes, sir," I said, with my heart beating fast, "I've heard 
of gentlemen farmers." 

" But not of gentlemen market-gardeners, eh ? No, my 
boy, they don't call us gentlemen, and I never professed 
to be one; but a man may be a gentleman at heart what- 
ever his business, and that's better than being a gentle- 
man in name." 

I looked up in his fresh red face, and there was such a 
kindly look in it that I felt happier than I had been for 
weeks, and I don't know what moved me to do it, but I 
laid my hand upon his arm. 

He looked down at me thoughtfully as he went on. 

"People are rather strange about these things. Gentle- 
man farmer cultivates a hundred acres of land that he 
pays a hundred and fifty pounds a year for say: market- 
gardener cultivates twenty acres that he pays two or 
three hundred for; and they call the one a gentleman, the 
other a gardener. But it don't matter, Master Dennison, 
a bit. Does it?" 

"No, sir," I said, "I don't think so." 

"Old business, gardening," he went on, with a dry look 
at me — <f very old. Let me see. There was a man named 
Adam took to it first, wasn't there?" Cultivated a gar- 
den, didn't he?" 

I nodded and smiled. 

"Ah, yes," he said; "but that was a long time ago, and 
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you've not been brought up for such a business. You 
wouldn't like it. 

" Indeed, but I should, sir," I cried enthusiastically. 

"No, no," he said, deliberately. "Don't be in a hurry 
to choose, my boy. I knew a lad once who said he would 
like to be a sailor, and he went to sea and had such a 
taste of it from London to Plymouth that he would not 
go any farther, and they had to set him ashore." 

"He must have been a great coward," I said. 

"To be sure he was; but then you might be if you 
pricked your finger with the thorns of a rose, or had to do 
something in the garden when it was freezing hard, eh?" 
I don't think I should be," I replied. 

"But you must think," he said. "Its very nice to see 
flowers blooming and fruit fit to pick with the sun shin- 
ing and the sky blue; but life is not all summer, my boy ? 
is it? There are wet days and storms, and rough times, 
and the flowers you see blossoming have been got ready 
in the cold wintry weather, when they were only seeds, 
or bare shabby-looking roots." 

" Yes, I know that," I said. 

"And you think you would like to come?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"What for? to play in the garden, and look on while 
the work is done?" 

"I think I should be ashamed to do that," I said; "it 
would be so lazy. If you please, Mr. Brownsmith, I've 
got to work and do something, and if you will have me, 
I should like to come." 

"Well, well," he said, "mine's a good business and pro- 
fitable and healthy, and there are times when, in spite of 
bad crops, bad weather, and market losses, I thank God 
that I took to such a pleasant and instructive way of 
getting a living." 
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"It is instructive then, sir?' 5 I said. 

"Instructive, my lad!" he cried with energy. "I don't 
know any business that is more full of teaching. I've 
been at it all my life, and the older I grow the more I 
find there is to learn." 

"I like that," I said, for it opened out a vista of ad- 
venture to me that seemed full of bright flowers and 
sunshine. 

"A man who has brains may go on learning and making 
discoveries, not discoveries of countries and wonders, but 
of little things that may make matters better for the 
people who are to come after him. Then he may turn a bit 
of the England where he works into a tropical country, 
by covering it over with glass, and having a stove; then 
some day, if he goes on trying, he may find himself able 
to write F.R.H.S. at the end of his name." 

"And did you, sir?" 

"No," he said, "I never did. I was content with plod- 
ding. I'm a regular plodder, you see; so's Samuel." 

"Is he, sir?" I said, for he evidently wanted me to 
speak. 

"Yes, a regular plodder. Well, there, my boy, we'll see. 
Don't you be in a hurry; wait and see if your relatives are 
going to do anything better for you. If they are not, 
don't you be in a hurry." 

But I was in a hurry, for the idea of coming to that 
garden, living there, and learning all about the flowers 
and fruit, excited me, longing as I was for some change. 



"Yes, yes," he said, "wait, wait;" and he looked at me, 
and then about him in the slow meditative manner pecu- 
liar to gardeners; "we'll see, we'll see, wait till you know 
whether your people are going to do anything for you." 

"But, indeed, sir," I began. 

"Yes, yes, I know, boy," he replied; but we must wait. 
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Perhaps they've planted a business bulb for you, and we 
must wait and see whether it is going to shoot and blos- 
som. You're impatient; you want to pull up the bulb and 
see if it has any roots yet. 

I looked at him in a disappointed way, and he smiled. 

"Come, come," he said; "at your age you can afford to 
wait a few days, if it is for your good. There, wait and 
see, and I'll be plain with you; if they do not find you 
something better to do, I'll take you on here at once, and 
do the best I can for you, as far as teaching you to be a 
gardener goes." 

"O, thank you, sir!" I cried. 

"Wait a bit," he said quietly, "wait a bit. There I'm 
going to be very busy; I've got a cart to load. So now 
suppose you be off" 

I shook hands with him and walked away surprised 
and pleased, but at the same time disappointed, and as I 
neared the end of the big loft I heard two or three more 



baskets come rattling down. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



I DECIDE AND GO TO WORK, 




FELT that I ought to write to my uncles 
and cousins, and I consulted Mrs. Beeton 
about it. 

Mrs. Beeton put her head on one side and 
tried how far she could get her arm down the black 
worsted stocking she was darning, looking at me medi- 
tatively the while. 

"Well, do you know," she said, "if I were you, my 
dear, I would write; for it do seem strange to leave you 
here, as I may say, all alone/' 

" Then I will write," I said. " I want to know what I 
am going to be." 

" Oh ! I should be a soldier, like your dear pa was, if I 
were you," she said; "and I'd go into a regiment where 
they wore blue and silver — "blue and silver always looks 

so well." 

" I don't want to be a soldier," I said rather sadly, for 
my fancy did at one time go strongly in that direction; but 
it did not seem so very long since the news came that my 
poor father had been killed in a skirmish with the Indians; 
and I remembered how my poor mother had thrown her 
arms round my neck and sobbed, and made me promise 
that I would never think of being a soldier. And then it 
seemed as if after that news she had gradually drooped 
and faded, just as a flower might upon its stalk, till two 
years had gone by, and then all happened as I have 
related to you, and I was left pretty well alone in the 
world. 
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" I'm sorry you don't want to be a soldier," said Mrs. 
Beeton, looking at me through her glasses, with her head 
a little more on one side. " If I had been a young gentle- 
man I should have been a horse-soldier. I wouldn't be a 
sailor if I was you, sir." 

"Why not?" I said. 

''Because they do smell so of tar, and they're so rough 
and boisterous." 

" I think I shall be a gardener/' I said. 

"A what?" 

"A gardener." 
My dear boy!" she cried in horror, "whatever put that 
in your head ? Why, you couldn't be anything worse. 
There! — I do declare you startled me so I've, stuck the 
needle right into my finger, and it bleeds!" 

We had many arguments about the matter while I was 
waiting for answers to my letters, for no one came down 
to see me. 

Uncle Thomas said he was going to see about my being 

put in a good public school, but there was no hurry; and 
perhaps it would be better to wait and see what Uncle 
Johnson meant to do, for he should not like to offend 
him, as he was much better off, and it might be doing me 
harm. 

Uncle Johnson wrote a very short letter, saying that 
I had better write to my Uncle Frederick. 

Second-cousin Willis did not reply for a week, and he 
said it was the duty of one of my uncles to provide for 
me; and he should make a point of bringing them both 
to book if they did not see about something for me before 
long. 

One or two other relatives wrote to me that they were 
not in circumstances to help me, and that if they were 
strong, stout boys such as I was, they would try and get 
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a situation, for it was no disgrace to earn my living; and 
they wished me well. 

I took all these letters over to Mr. Brownsmith, and he 
read them day after day as they came; but he did not 
say a word, and it made my heart sink, as it seemed to 
me that he was repenting of his offer. 

And so a month slipped by; and when I was not read- 
ing or writing I found myself gazing out of the window 
at the pleasant old garden, where the fruit was being 
gathered day after day. The time was passing, and the 
chances of my going over to Brownsmith's seemed to me 
growing remote, while I never seemed to have seen so 
much of Shock. 

It appeared to me that he must know of my disap- 
pointment; for whenever he saw me at the window, and 
could do so unseen, he threw dabs of clay, or indulged in 
derisive gestures more extravagant than ever. 

I affected to take no heed of these antics, but they 
annoyed me all the same; and I found myself wishing at 
times that Mr. Brownsmith would take me, if only to give 
me a chance of some day thrashing that objectionable boy. 

I was sitting very disconsolately at the window one 
day, with a table on which I had been writing drawn 
up very close to the bay, when I heard a footstep 
below, and looking down there was Old Brownsmith, who 
nodded to me familiarly and came up. 

" Well," he said, " how are you ? Nice weather for my 

work." 

He sat down, pursed up his lips, and looked about him 
for some minutes without speaking. 

" News," he said, " any news ?" 

" No, sir," I replied. 

"Humph! Not going to make you manager of the 
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Bank of England or Master of the Mint — eh? 
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" No, sir. I have had no more news." 

" I was afraid you wouldn't," he continued. " Well, I 
told you the other day not to be rash, for there was 
plenty of time." 

" Yes, sir." 

•' Now I'm going to change my tune." 

I jumped up excitedly. 

" Yes, change my tune," he said. "You're wasting time 
now. What do you say after thinking it over? — like to 

come?" 

" May I, sir?" I cried joyfully. 

" I'm a man of my word, my boy," he replied drily. 

"Oh! thank you, sir!" I cried. "I shall always be 
grateful to you for this, and — " 

"Gently, gently," he said, interrupting me. "Never 
promise too much. Acts are better than words, my boy. 

There! — good-bye! See you soon, I suppose?" 

I would have gone with him then, but he told me to 
take things coolly and get what I wanted packed up. 

'• Why, Grant, my boy," he said, laughing, " you'll have 
to look over the loading of some of my carts when I'm 
not there; and if you do them in that hurried fashion 
how will it be done?" 

I felt the rebuke and hung my head. 

"There! — I'm not finding fault," he said kindly; "I 
only want you to be business-like, for I have to teach 



you to be a business man." 

He then went away and left me to settle up matters 
with Mrs. Beeton, who began to cry when I told her I 
was going, and where. 

" It seems too dreadful," she sobbed, " and you so nicely 
brought up. What am I to say to your friends when 
they come?" 

" Tell them where I am," I said, smiling. 



MY BOX. 67 

"Ah, my dear! you may laugh," she cried; "but it's a 
very dreadful life you are going to, and I expect I shall 
see you back before the week's out." 

My clothes did not fill the small school-box, but I had 
a good many odds and ends and books that weighed up 
and made it too heavy to carry, as I had intended; so I 
had to go over to the garden, meaning to ask for help. 

I fully expected to meet Shock about the sheds or in 
one of the carts or wagons, but the first person I set eyes 
on was Old Brownsmith himself — I say Old Brownsmith, 
for everybody called him so. 

He was wearing a long blue serge apron, as he came 
towards me with his open knife in his teeth and a 
quantity of Russia matting in his hands, tearing and 
cutting it into narrow lengths. 

" Well, young fellow?" he said as coolly as if no conver- 
sation had passed between us. 

" I've come, sir, for good," I said sharply. 

"I hope you have," he replied drily; "but is that all 
of you ? "Where's your tooth-brush and comb, and clean 
stockings ? " 

" I wanted to bring my box, sir," I said, " but it was too 
heavy. "Would any of the men come and fetch it?" 

"Ask 'em," he said abruptly, and he turned away. 

This seemed cold and strange; but I knew him to be 
rather curious and eccentric in his ways, so I walked to 
one of the cart -sheds and looked about for a man to 
help me. 

I thought I saw some one enter the shed; but when I 
got inside no one was there, as far as I could see — only 
piles of great baskets reaching from floor to ceiling. 

Disappointed, I was coming away, when in the gloom 
at the other end there seemed to be something that was 
not basket; and taking a few steps forward I made out 



68 l LORD IT OVER SHOCK. 

that it was the boy Shock standing close up against the 
baskets, with his face away from me. 

I stood thinking what I should do. I was to be in the 
same garden with this lad, who was always sneering at 
me; and I felt that if I let him have the upper hand he 
would make my life very much more miserable than it 
had been lately. 

My mind was made up in a moment, and with a deci- 
sion for which I had not given myself credit I went right 
in and stood behind him. 

"Shock!" I cried; but the boy only gave himself a 
twitch as if a spasm had run through him, and did not 
move. 

"Do you hear, sir?" I said sharply. "Come here; I 
want you to help carry my box." 

Still he did not move, and I felt that if I did not 
master him he would me. 

"Do you hear what I say, sir?" I cried in my most 
angry tones; "come with me and fetch my box." 

He leaped round so quickly that he made me start, and 
stood glaring at me as if about to strike. 

"You must come and fetch my box," I said, feeling all 
the while a good deal of dread of the rough, fierce-look- 
ing boy. 

I was between him and the wide door; and he stooped 
and looked first one side of me and then the other, as if 
about to dart by. But, growing bolder, I took a step 
forward and laid my hand upon his shoulder. 

Up flew his arms as if about to strike mine away, but 
he caught my eye and understood it wrongly. He must 
have thought I was gazing resolutely at him, but I really 
was not. To my great satisfaction, though, he stepped 
forward, drooping his arms and hanging his head, walk- 
ing beside me out into the open yard, where we came 
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suddenly upon Old Brownsmith, who looked at me sharply, 
nodded his head, and then went on. 

I led the way, and Shock half-followed half-walked 
beside me, and we had just reached the gate when Old 
Brownsmith shouted: 

"Take the barrow." 

Shock trotted back like a dog; and as I watched him, 
thinking what a curious half-savage lad he was, and how 
much bigger and stronger than I was, he came back with 
the light basket barrow, trundling it along. 

We went in silence as far as my old home, where Mrs. 
Beeton held up her hands as she saw my companion, and 
drew back, holding the door open for us to get the corded 
box which stood in the floor-clothed hall. 

Shock put down the barrow; and then his mischief- 
loving disposition got the better of his sulkiness, and 
stooping down he astonished me and made Mrs. Beeton 
shriek by taking a leap up the two steps, like a dog, and 
going on all-fours to the box." 

"Pray, pray, take him away, Master Dennison!" the 
poor woman cried in real alarm; "and do, pray, mind your- 
self — the boy's mad!" 

"Oh, no; he won't hurt you/' I said, taking one end of 
the box. But Shock growled, shook it free, lifted it from 
the floor, and before I could stop him, bumped it down 
the steps on to the barrow with a bang, laid it fairly 
across, and then seizing the handles went off at a 
trot. 

"I can't stop," I said quickly; "I must go and look 
after him." 

" Yes, but pray take care, my dear. He bites. He bit 
a boy once very badly, and he isn't safe." 

Not very pleasant news, but I could not stay to hear 
more, and, running after the barrow, I caught up to it 
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and laid my hand upon one side of the box as if to keep 

it steady. 

I did not speak for a minute, and Shock subsided into 
a walk; then, turning to him and looking in his morose, 
ill-used face: 

"I've never thanked you yet for getting me out of 
the river." 

The box gave a bump and a bound, for the handles of 
the barrow were raised very high and Shock began to 
run. 

At the end of a minute I stopped him, and as soon as 
we were going on steadily I made the same remark. 

But up went the barrow and box again and off we 
trotted. When, after stopping him for the second time, 
I made an attempt to get into conversation and to 
thank him, Shock banged down the legs of the barrow, 
looking as stolid and heavy as if he were perfectly deaf, 
threw open the gate, and ran the barrow up to the house- 
door. 

"Oh! here's your baggage, then!" said Old Brownsmith. 
"Bring it in, Shock; set it on end there in the passage. 
We'll take it up after tea. Come along." 

Shock lifted in the box before I could help him; and 
then seizing the barrow -handles, with his back to me, he 
let out a kick like a mule and caught me in the calf, 
nearly sending me down. 

" Hallo I hold on, my lad," said Old Brownsmith, who 
had not seen the cause; and of course I would not tell 
tales; but I made up my mind to repay Mr. Shock for 
that kick and for his insolent obstinacy the first time the 
opportunity served. 

I followed my master into a great shed that struck 
cool as we descended to the floor, which was six or seven 
feet below the surface, being like a cellar opened and 
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then roofed in with wood. Here some seven or eight 
women were busy tying up rosebuds in market bunches, 
while a couple of men went and came with baskets which 
they brought in full and took out empty. 

The scent was delicious; and as we went past the 
women, whose busy fingers were all hard at work, Old 
Brownsmith stopped where another man kept taking up 
so many bunches of the roses in each hand and then 
diving his head and shoulders into a great oblong basket, 
leaving the roses at the bottom as he came out, and 
seized a piece of chalk and made a mark upon a slate. 

"Give him the slate, Ike," said Old Brownsmith. "He'll 
tally 'em off for you now. Look here, Grant, you keep 
account on the slate how many bunches are put in each 
barge, and how many barges are filled." 

"Yes, sir," I said, taking the slate and chalk with 
trembling ringers, for I felt flushed and excited. 

" This is the way — you put down a stroke like that for 
every dozen, and one like that for a barge. Do you see?" 

"Yes, sir," I said, "I can do that; but when am I to 
put down a barge?" 

"When it's full, of course, and covered in — lidded up." 

" But shall we fill a barge to-night, sir?" 

* Well, I hope so — a good many," said Old Brownsmith. 

"Will he go down to the river with me to show me 
where, sir?" 

"Biver! — show you what, my boy?" 

" The barges we are to fill, sir." 

"Whoo— oop!" 

It was Ike made this peculiar noise. It answered in 
him for a laugh. Then he dived down into the great 
oblong basket and stopped there. 

"You don't know what a barge is," said Old Brownsmith 
kindly. 
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" Oh yes, sir, I do ! " I replied. 

"Not one of our barges, my lad," he said, laying his 
hand upon my shoulder. " We call these large baskets 
barges. You'll soon pick up the names. There, go on. 

I at once began to keep count of the bunches, Old 
Brownsmith seeming to take no farther notice of me, 
while Ike the packer kept on laying in dozen after dozen, 
once or twice pretending to lay them in and bringing 
the bunches out again, as if to balk me, but all in a grim 
serious way, as if it was part of his work. 

I was so busy and excited that I hardly had time to 
enjoy the sweet scent of the flowers in that cool, soft pit; 
but in a short time I was so far accustomed that I had an 
eye for the men bringing in fresh supplies, just cut, and 
for the women who, working at rough benches, were so 
cleverly laying the buds in a half-moon shape between 
their fingers and thumbs, the flowers being laid flat upon 
the bench. Then a second row was laid upon the first, a 
piece of wet matting was rapidly twisted round, tied, and 
the stalks cut off regularly with one pressure of the 
knife. 

It seemed to me as if enough of the beautiful pink 
buds nestling in their delicate green leaves were being 
fcied up to supply all London, but I was exceedingly 
ignorant then. 

Mine was not a hard task; and as I attended to it, 
whenever Ike, who was packing, had his eyes averted 
from me, I had a good look at him. I had often seen 
him before, but only at a distance, and at a distance Ike 
certainly looked best. 

I know he could not help it, but decidedly Ike, Old 
Brownsmith 's chief packer and carter, was one of the 
strongest and ugliest men I ever saw. He was a brawny, 
broad-shouldered fellow of about fifty, with iron -gray 
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hair; and standing out of his brown-red face, half-way 
between fierce, stiff, bushy whiskers, was a tremendous 
aquiline nose. When his hat was off, as he removed it 
from time to time to give it a rub, you saw that he 
had a very shiny bald head — in consequence, as I sup- 
pose, of so much polishing. His eyes were deeply set 
but very keen-looking, and his mouth when shut had one 
aspect, when open another. When open it seemed as if it 
was the place where a few very black teeth were kept. 
When closed it seemed as if made to match his enormous 
nose; the line formed by the closed lips, being continued 
right down on either side in a half-moon or parenthesis 
curve to the chin, which was always in motion. 

A closer examination showed that Ike had only a 
mouth of the ordinary dimensions, the appearance of size 
being caused by two marks of caked tobacco-juice, a piece 
of that herb being always between his teeth. 

This habit he afterwards told me he had learned when 
he was a soldier, and he still found it useful and com- 
forting in the long night watches he had to take. 

I have said that his eyes were piercing, and so it seemed 
to me at first; but in a short time, as I grew more accus- 
tomed to him, I found that they were only piercing one at 
a time, for as if nature had intended to make him as ugly 
as possible, Ike's eyes acted independently one of the 
other, and I often found him looking at me with one, and 

down into the barge basket with the other. 

Old Brownsmith had no sooner left the pit than Ike 
seized a couple of handsful of roses, plunged with them 
into the basket, bobbed up, and looked at me with one eye, 
just as he caught me noticing him intently. 

"Kum un, ain't I?" he said, gruffly, and taking me 
terribly aback. "Not much to look at, eh?" 

"You look very strong/' I said, evasively. 
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"Strong, eh? Yes, and so I am, my lad. Good un 
to go." 

Then he plunged into the barge again and uttered a 
low growl, came up again and uttered another. I have 
not the least idea what he meant by it, though I suppose 
he expected me to answer, for to my great confusion he 
rose up suddenly and stared at me. 

"Eh?" he said. 

"I didn't speak, sir," I said. 

"No, but I did. Got 'em all down? Go on then, one 
barge, fresh un this is: you didn't put down the other. 

I hastened to rectify my error, and then we went 
steadily on with the task, the women being remarkably 
silent, as if it took all their energy to keep their fingers 

going so fast, till all at once Old Brownsmith appeared at 
the door and beckoned me to him. 

"Tea's ready, my lad," he said; "let's have it and get 
out again, for there's a lot to do this evening." 

I followed him into a snug old-fashioned room that 
seemed as if it had been furnished by a cook with genteel 
ideas, or else by a lady who was fond of a good kitchen, 
for this room was neither one nor the other; it had old- 
fashioned dining-room chairs and a carpet, but the floor 
was brick, and the fireplace had an oven and boiler. Then 
there was a dresser on one side, but it was mahogany, and 
in place of ordinary plates and dishes, and jugs swinging 
from hooks, this dresser was ornamented with old china 
and three big punch-bowls were turned up on the broad 
part upside down. 

There was a comfortable meal spread, with a fresh loaf 
and butter, and a nice large piece of ham. There was 
fruit, too, on the table, and a crisp lettuce, all in my hon- 
our as I afterwards found, for my employer or guardian, 
or whatever I am to style him, rarely touched any of the 
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produce of his own grounds excepting potatoes, and these 
he absolutely loved, a cold potato for breakfast or tea 
being with him a thorough relish. 

"Make yourself at home, Grant, my boy," he said kindly. 
" I want you to settle down quickly. We shall have to 
work hard, but you'll enjoy your meals and sleep all the 
better." 

I thanked him, and tried to do as he suggested, and 
to eat as if I enjoyed my meal; but I did not in the least, 
and I certainly did not feel in the slightest degree at home. 

"What time did you go to bed over yonder, Grant?" 
said the old gentleman. 

"Ten o'clock, sir." 

"And what time did you get up?" 

"Eight, sir." 

"Ugh, you extravagant young dog!" he cried. "Ten 
hours sleep! You'll have to turn over a new leaf. Nine 
o'clock's my bedtime, if we are not busy, and I like to be 
out in the garden again by four or five. What do you say 
to that?" 

I did not know what to say, so I said nothing. 

We did not sit very long over our tea, for there was 
the cart to load up with flowers for the morning's market, 

and soon after I was watching Ike carefully packing in 
the great baskets along the bottom of the cart, and then 
right over the shafts upon the broad projecting ladder, 
and also upon that which was fitted in at the back. 

"You keep account, Grant," said Old Brownsmith to 
me, and I entered the number of baskets and their con- 
tents upon my slate, the old gentleman going away and 
leaving me to transact this part of the business myself, 
as I believe now, to give me confidence, for he carefully 
counted all the baskets and checked them off when he 
came back. 
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Ike squinted at me fiercely several times as he helped 
to hoist in several baskets, and for some time he did not 
speak, but at last he stopped, took off his hat, drew a piece 
of cabbage leaf from the crown, and carefully wiped his 
bald head with it, looking comically at me the while. 

"Green silk," he said gruffly, as he replaced the leaf. 
"Nature's own growth. Never send 'em to the wash. 
Throw 'em away and use another." 

I laughed at the idea, and this pleased Ike, who looked 
at me from top to toe. 

"You couldn't load a cart," he said at last. 

"Couldn't I?" I replied. "Why not? It seems easy 
enough." 

"Seems easy! of course it does, youngster. Seems easy 
to take a spade and dig all day, but you try, and I'm 
sorry for your back and jyntes." 

"But you've only got to put the baskets in the cart," I 
argued. 

"Only got to put the baskets in the cart!" grumbled 
Ike. "Hark at him!" 

"That's what you've been doing," I continued. 

"What I've been doing!" he said. "I'm sorry for the 
poor horse if you had the loading up. A cart arn't a 
wagon." 

"Well, I know that," I said, "a wagon has four wheels, 
and a cart two." 

"Send I may live," cried Ike. "Why, he is a clever 
boy. He knows a cart's got two wheels and a wagon 
four." 

He said this in a low serious voice, as if talking to 
himself, and admiring my wisdom; but of course I could 
see that it was his way of laughing at me, and I hastened 
to add: 

"Oh, you know what I mean!" 
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"Yes, I know what you mean, but you don't know 
what I mean, and if you're so offle clever you'd best teach 
me, for I can't teach you." 

"But I want you to teach me," I cried. "I've come here 
to learn. What is there in particular in loading a 
cart?" 

"Oh, you're ever so much more clever than I am," he 
grumbled. "Here, len's a hand with that barge." 

This was to the man who was helping him, and who 
now seized hold of another basket, which was hoisted into 
its place. 

Then more baskets were piled up, the light flower 
barges being put at the top, till the cart began to look 
like a mountain as it stood there with the shafts and 
hind portion supported by pieces of wood. 

"Look ye here," said Ike, waving his arms about from 
the top of the pile of baskets, and addressing me as if 
from a rostrum. "When you loads a cart, recklect as all 
your weight's to come on your axle-tree. Your load's to 
be all ballancy ballancy, you see, so as you could move it 
up or down with a finger." 

"Oh yes, I see!" I cried. 

"Oh yes, you see — now I've telled you," said Ike. "People 
as don't know how to load a cart spyles their hosses by 
loading for'ard, and getting all the weight on the hoss's 
back, or loading back'ards, and getting all the pull on the 
hoss's belly-band." 

"Yes, I see clearly now," I said. 

"Of course you do! Now you see my load here's so 
reg'lated that when I take them props away after the 
horse is in, all that weight'll swing on the axle-tree, and 
won't hurt the horse at all. That's what I call loading 
up to rights." 

"You've got too much weight behind, Ike," said Old 
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Brownsmith, who came up just then, and was looking on 
from opposite one wheel of the cart. 

"No, no, she's 'bout right," growled Ike to himself. 

"You had better put another barge on in front. Lay 
it flat," cried Old Brownsmith, whose eye was educated 
by years of experience, and I stood back behind the cart, 
listening curiously to the conversation. "Yes, you're too 
heavy behind." 

"No, no, she's 'bout right, master," growled Ike, "right 
as can be. Just you look here." 

He took a step back over the baskets, and I heard the 
prop that supported the cart fall, as Ike yelled out — 
"Run, boy, run!" 

I did not run, for two reasons. Firstly, I was too much 
confused to understand my danger. Secondly, I had not 
time, for in spite of Ike's insistance that the balance was 
correct the shafts flew up; Ike threw himself down on 
the baskets, and the top layer of flat round sieves that 

had not yet been tied like the barges, came gliding oft* 
like a landslip, and before I knew where I was, I felt 
myself stricken down, half buried by the wicker avalanche, 
and all was blank. 




CHAPTER VIL 



I MAKE A FRIEND. 




HEN I began to understand and see and hear 
again an angry voice was saying: 

"You clumsy scoundrel! I believe you did 
i it on purpose to injure the poor boy." 

" Not I," growled another voice. " I aren't no spite agen 
him. Now if it had been young Shock—" 

"Don't stand arguing" cried the first voice, which 
seemed to be coming from somewhere out of a mist. 
"Run up the road and ask the doctor to come down 
directly." 

"All right, master! I'll go." 

"Poor lad! poor boy!" the other voice in the mist 
seemed to say. " Nice beginning for him ! — nice begin- 
ning ! Tut — tut — tut ! " 

It sounded very indistinct and dreamy. Somehow it 
seemed to have something to do with my first attempt to 
swim, and I thought I was being pulled out of the water, 
which kept splashing about and making my face and 
hair wet. 

I knew I was safe, but my forehead hurt me just as if 
it had been scratched by the thorns on one of the hedges 
close to the water-side. My head ached too, and I was 
drowsy. I wanted to go to sleep, but people kept talking, 
and the water splashed so about my face and trickled 
back with a musical noise into the river, I thought, but 
really into a basin. 

For all at once I was wide awake again, looking at the 
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geraniums in the window, as I lay on my back upon the 

sofa. 

I did not understand it for a few minutes; for though 
my eyes were wide open, the aching and giddiness in my 
head troubled me so, that though I wanted to speak I did 
not know what to say. 

Then, as I turned my eyes from the geraniums in the 
window and they rested on the gray hair and florid face 
of Old Brownsmith, who was busily bathing my forehead 
with a sponge and water, the scene in the yard came back 
like a flash, and I caught the hand that held the sponge. 

"Has it hurt the baskets of flowers?" I cried excitedly. 

" Never mind the baskets of flowers/' said Old Brown- 
smith warmly; "has it hurt you?" 

"I don't know; not much/' I said quickly. "But won't 
it be a great deal of trouble and expense?" 

He smiled, and patted my shoulder. 

" Never mind that/' he said good-humouredly. "All 
people who keep horses and carts, and blundering obsti- 
nate fellows for servants, have accidents to contend 
against. There !— never mind, I say, so long as you have 
no bones broken; and I don't think you have. Here, 
stretch out your arms." 

I did so. 

" That's right," he said, " Now, kick out your legs as 
if you were swimming." 

I looked up at him sharply, for it seemed so strange 
for him to say that just after I had been thinking of 
being nearly drowned. I kicked out, though, as he told 
me. 

"No bones broken there," he said; and he proceeded 
then to feel my riba 

"Capital!" he said after a few moments. "Why, there's 
nothing the matter but a little bark off your foreheacl 
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and I'm afraid you'll have a black eye. A bit of sticking- 
plaster will set you right after all, and we shan't want 
the doctor." 

" Doctor! Oh! no," I said. " My head aches a bit, and 
that place smarts, but it will soon be better." 



" To be sure it will," he said, nodding pleasantly. — 
"Well, is he coming?" 

This was to Ike, who came up to the open door. 

" He's out," said Ike gruffly. " Won't be home for two 
hours, and he'll come on when he gets home." 

" That will do," said Old Brownsmith. 

"Shall I see 'bout loading up again?" 

"Oh, no!" said Old Brownsmith sarcastically. f< Let the 
baskets lie where they are. It doesn't matter about send- 
ing to market to sell the things. You never want any 
wages!" 

"What's the good o' talking to a man like that, master?" 
growled Ike. "You know you don't mean it, no more'n 
I meant to send the sieves atop o' young Grant here. 
I'm werry sorry; and a man can't say fairer than that." 

" Go and load up then," said Old Brownsmith. " We 

must risk the damaged goods." 

Ike looked hard at me and went away. 

" Had you said anything to offend him, my lad ? " said 
the old man as soon as we were alone. 

"Oh! no, sir," I cried; "we were capital friends, and 
he was telling me the best way to load." 

"A capital teacher!" cried the old gentleman sarcasti- 
cally "No; I don't think he did it intentionally. If I 
did I'd send him about his business this very night. There ! 

lie down and go to sleep; it will take off the giddi- 
ness." 

I lay quite still, and as I did so Old Brownsmith seemed 
to swell up like the genii who came out of the sealed jar 

( 289 ) F 
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the fisherman caught instead of fish. Then he grew 
cloudy and filled the room, and then there was the creak- 
ing of baskets, and I saw things clearly again. Old 
Brownsmith was gone, and the soft evening air came 
through the open window by the pots of geraniums. 

My eyes were half-closed and I saw things rather 
dimly, particularly one pot on the window-sill, which, 
instead of being red and regular pot-shaped, seemed to be 
rounder and light-coloured, and to have a couple of eyes, 
and grinning white teeth. There were no leaves above 
it nor scarlet blossoms, but a straw hat upside - down, 
with fuzzy hair standing up out of it; and the eyes kept 
on staring at me till it seemed to be Shock! Then it 
grew dark and I must have fallen asleep, wondering 
what that boy could have to do with my accident. 

Perhaps I came to again — I don't know; for it may 
have been a dream that the old gentleman came softly 
back and dabbed my head gently with a towel, and that 
the towel was stained with blood. 

Of course it was a dream that I was out in the East 
with my father, who was not hurt in the skirmish, but it 
was I who received the wound, which bled a good deal; 
and somehow I seemed to have been hurt in the shoulder, 
which ached and felt strained and wrenched. But all 
became blank again and I lay some time asleep. 

When I opened my eyes again I found that I was being 
hurt a good deal by the doctor, who was seeing to my 
injuries. Old Brownsmith and Ike were both in the 
room, and I could see Shock peeping round the big arbor 
vitce outside the window to see what was going on. 

The doctor was holding a glass to my lips, while Old 
Brownsmith raised me up. 

" Drink that, my boy," said the doctor. " That's the way ! 

capital I isn't it ? " 
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I shuddered and looked up at him reproachfully, for 
the stuff he had given me to drink tasted like a mixture 
of soap and smelling-salts; and I said so. 

"Good description of the volatile alkali, my lad/' he 
said, laughing. " There ! — you'll soon be all right. I've 
strapped up your wound." 

"My wound, sir!" I said, wonderingly. 

"To be sure; didn't you know that you had a cut upon 
your forehead?" 

I shook my head, but stopped, for it made the room 
seem to turn round. 

" You need not mind," he continued, taking my hand. 
" It isn't so deep as a well nor so wide as a church-door, as 
somebody once said. You don't know who it was?" 

" Shakespeare, sir," I said, rather drowsily. 

"Bravo, young market-gardener!" he cried, laughing. 
" Oh ! you're not very bad. Now, then, what are you 
going to do— lie still here and be nursed by Mr. Brown- 
smith's maid, or get up and bear it like a man — try the 

fresh air?" 

" I'm going to get up, sir," I said quickly ; and throw- 
ing my legs off the sofa I stood up; but I had to stretch 
out my arms, for the room-walls seemed to run by me, 
the floor to rise up, and I should have fallen if the doctor 
had not taken my arm, giving me such pain that I cried 
out, and the giddiness passed off, but only came back 
with more intensity. 

He pressed me back gently and laid me upon the sofa. 

"Where did I hurt you, my boy?" he said. 

" My shoulder," I replied faintly. 

"Ah ! another injury!" he exclaimed. "I did not know 
of this. Tendon a bit wrenched," he muttered as he felt 
me firmly but gently, giving me a good deal of pain, 
which I tried hard to bear without showing it, though 
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the twitching of my face betrayed me. "You had better 
lie still a little while, my man. You'll soon be better." 

I obeyed his orders very willingly and lay still in a 
good deal of pain; but I must soon have dropped off 
asleep for a while, waking to find it growing dusk. The 
window was still open; and through it I could hear the 
creaking of baskets as they were moved, and Old Brown- 
smith's voice in loud altercation with Ike. 

" Well, there," said the latter, " 'tain't no use for me to 
keep on saying I didn't, master, if you says I did." 

" Not a bit, Ike ; and I'll make you pay for the damage 
as sure as I stand here." 

"Oh! all right! I'm a rich man, master — lots o' money, 
and land, and stock, and implements. Make me pay! 
I've saved a fortin on the eighteen shillings a week. 
Here, what should I want to hurt the boy for, master? 
Come, tell me that." 

"Afraid he'd find out some of your tricks, I suppose." 

"That's it: go it, master! Hark at that, now, after 
sarving him faithful all these years!" 

" Get on with your work and don't talk," cried Old 
Brownsmith sharply. " Catch that rope. Mind you don't 
miss that handle." 

"I sha'n't miss no handles," growled Ike; and as I lay 
listening to the sawing noise made by the rope being 
dragged through basket-handles and under hooks in the 
cart, I felt so much better that I got up and went out 
into the yard, to find that the cart had been carefully 
reloaded. Ike was standing on one of the wheels passing 
a cart-rope in and out, so as to secure the baskets, and 
dragging it tight to fasten off here and there. 

He caught sight of me coming out of the house, feeling 
dull and low-spirited, for this did not seem a very pleasant 
beginning of my new career. 
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"Hah!" he ejaculated, letting himself down in a lum- 
bering way from the wheel, and then rubbing his right 
hand up and down his trouser-leg to get it clean; "hah! 
now we'll have it out!" 

He came right up to me, spreading out his open hand. 

"Here, young un!" he cried; "the master says I did 
that thar a-purpose to hurt you, out of jealous feeling 
like. What do you say?" 

"It was an accident," I cried, eagerly. 

"Hear that, master," cried Ike; "and that's a fact; so 
here's my hand, and here's my heart. Why, I'd be 
ashamed o' mysen to hurt a bit of a boy like you. It 
war an accident, lad, and that's honest. So now what's 
it to be — shake hands or leave it alone?" 

"Shake hands," I said, lifting mine with difficulty. "I 
don't think you could have done such a cowardly thing." 

I looked round sharply at Mr. Brownsmith, for I felt 
as if I had said something that would offend him, since I 
was taking sides against him. 

"Be careful, please," I added quickly; "my arm's very 
bad, and you'll hurt me." 

"Careful!" cried Ike; "I'll shake it as easy as if it was 
a young shoot o' sea-kale, boy. There, hear him, master! 
Hear what this here boy says!" 

He shook hands with me, I dare say thinking he was 
treating me very gently, but he hurt me very much. 
The grip of his hard brown hand alone was bad enough, 
but I bore it all as well as I could, and tried to smile in 
the rough fellow's face. 

"That's the sort as I like," he said in a good-humoured 
growl. "Put that down on the slate. That's being a 
trump, that is; and we two's shipmates after this here." 

Old Brownsmith did not speak, and Ike went on: 

"I say, master, what a bad un you do think me! I'd 
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ha' hated myself as long as I lived, and never forgive my- 
self, if I'd done such a thing. Look ye here — my mon- 
key's up now, master — did yer ever know me ill-use the 
'orses?" 

"No, Ike/' said Old Brownsmith shortly. 

"Never once. There's the white, and I give it a crack 
now and then; but ask either Capen or Starlit, and see if 
ever they've got anything agen me. And here's a man 
as never ill-used a 'orse, and ony kicked young Shock now 
and then when he'd been extry owdacious, and you say 
as I tried to upset the load on young un here. Why, 
master, I'm ashamed on yer. I wouldn't even ha' done it 
to you." 

I felt sorry for Ike, and my sympathies were against 
Old Brownsmith, who seemed to be treating him rather 
hardly, especially when he said shortly: 

"Did you fasten off that hind rope?" 

"Yes, master, I did fasten off that hind rope," growled 
Ike. 

" Then, now you're out o' breath with talking, go and 
get your sleep. Don't start later than twelve." 

Ike uttered a low grunt, and went off with his hands 

in his pockets, and Old Brownsmith came and laid his 

hand upon my shoulder. 

" Pretty well bed-time, Grant, my boy. Let's go in." 
I followed him in, feeling rather low-spirited, but 

when he had lit a candle he turned to me with a grim 

smile. 

" Ike didn't like what I said to him, but it won't do 
him any harm." 

I looked at him, wondering how he could treat it all so 
coolly, but he turned off the conversation to something 
else, and soon after he showed me my bedroom — a neat 
clean chamber at the back, and as I opened the window 
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to look out at the moon I found that there was a vine 
growing up a thick trellis right up to and round it, the 
leaves regularly framing it in. 

There was a comfortable-looking bed, and my box 
just at the foot, and I was so weary and low-spirited 
that I was not long before I was lying down on my left 
side, for I could not lie on my right on account of my 
shoulder being bad. 

As I lay there I could look out on the moon shining 
among the vine leaves, and it seemed to me that I ought 
to get out and draw down the blind ; but while I was still 
thinking about it I suppose I must have dropped asleep, 
for the next thing that seemed to occur was that I was 
looking at the window, and it was morning, and as I 
lay trying to think where I was I saw something move 
gently j ust outside. 

At first I thought it was fancy, and that the soft 
morning light had deceived me, or that one of the vine 
leaves had been moved by the wind; but no, there was 
something moving just as Shock's head used to come 
among the young shoots of the plum-trees above the, 
wall, and, sure enough, directly after there was that boy's 
head with his eyes above the sill, staring right in upon 
me as I lay in bed. 




CHAPTER VIII. 



shock's breakfast. 




LAY as if fascinated for a minute or two, 

staring, and he stared at me. Then without 

further hesitation I leaped out of bed and 

indignantly rushed to the window, but only 

on opening it to find him gone. 

There was no mistake about it though, for the trellis 
was still quivering, and as I looked out it seemed to me 
that he must have, dropped part of the way and darted 
round the house. 

It was very early, but the sun was shining brightly 
over the dew-wet trees and plants, and a fresh, delicious 
scent came in at the open window. My headache and giddi- 
ness had gone, taking with them my low-spirited feeling, 
and dressing quickly I thought I would have a run 
round the garden and a look at Shock before Old Brown- 
smith came down. 

"I wonder where Shock sleeps and lives," I said to 
myself as I walked round peering about the place, find- 
ing the cart gone, for I had not heard the opening gate, 
and crushing and bumping of the wheels as it went out 
at midnight. 

The great sheds and pits seemed to be empty, and as 
I went down one of the long paths the garden was quite 
deserted, the men and women not having come. 

" They must be late/' I thought, when I heard the old 
clock at Isleworth Church begin to strike, and listening 
I counted five. 
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It was an hour earlier than I thought for, and turning 
down a path to the left I walked towards a sort of tool- 
shed right in the centre of the garden, and, to my sur- 
prise, saw that the little roughly-built chimney in one 
corner of the building was sending out a column of pale- 
blue smoke. 

" I wonder who has lit a fire so early!" I said to myself, 
and walking slowly on I expected to see one of the 
garden women boiling her kettle and getting ready for 
her breakfast — some of the work-people I knew having 
their meals in the sheds. 

I stopped short as I reached the door, for before a fire 
of wood and rubbish burnt down into embers, and send- 
ing out a pretty good heat, there knelt Shock; and as I 
had approached quietly he had not heard me. 

I stared with wonder at him, and soon my wonder 
turned into disgust, for what he was doing seemed to 
be so cruel. 

The fire was burning on a big slab of stone, and the 
embers being swept away from one part the boy had 
there about a score of large garden snails, which he was 
pushing on to the hot stone, where they hissed and sent 
out a lot of foam and steam. Then he changed them 
about with a bit of stick into hotter or cooler parts, and 
all with his back half-turned to me. 

"The nasty, cruel brute!" I said to myself, for it 
seemed as if he were doing this out of wantonness, and 1 
was blaming myself for not interfering to save the poor 
things from their painful death, when a thought flashed 
across my mind, and I stood there silently watching him. 

I had not long to watch for proof. 

Taking a scrap of paper from his pocket, Shock opened 
it, and I saw what it contained. Then taking a mon- 
strous pin from out of the edge of his jacket, he picked 
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up one of the snails with his left hand, used the pin 
cleverly, and dragged out one of the creatures from its shell, 
reduced to about half its original size, blew it, dipped it 
in the paper of salt, and, to my horror and disgust, ate it. 

Before I had recovered from my surprise he had eaten 
another and another, and he was busy over the sixth 
when an ejaculation I uttered made him turn and see 
me. 

He stared at me, pin in one hand, snail-shell in the 
other, for a moment in mute astonishment; then, turning 
more away from me, he went on with his repast, and 
began insultingly to throw the shells at me over his head. 

1 bore it all for a few minutes in silence; then, feeling 

qualmish at the half-savage boy's meal, I caught one of 
the shells as it came, and tossed it back with such good 
aim that it hit him a smart rap on the head. 

He turned sharply round with a vicious look, and 
seemed as if about to fly at me. 

"What are you doing?" I cried. 

He had never spoken to me before, and he seemed to 
hesitate now, staring at me as if reluctant to use his 
tongue, but he did speak in a quick angry way. 

"Eatin'; cant you see?" 

I had questioned him, but I was quite as much sur- 
prised at hearing an answer, as at the repast of which he 
was partaking. 

I stared hard at him, and he gave me a sidelong look, 
after which he gave three or four of the snails a thrust 
with a bit of stick to where they would cook better, took 
up another, and wriggled it out with the pin. 

I was disgusted and half nauseated, but I could n 
help noticing that the cooked snail did not smell badly, 
and that instead of being the wet, foaming, slimy thing 
I was accustomed to see, it looked dried up and firm. 
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At last, with a horrified look at the young savage, I 
exclaimed: 

"Do you know those are snails?" 

"Yes. Have one?" 

He answered quite sharply, and I took a step back, for 
I had not had my breakfast. I was rather disposed to be 
faint from the effects of my last night's accident, and the 
sight of what was going on made me ready to flee, for all 
at once, after letting his dirty fingers hover for a few 
moments over the hot stone, he picked up the largest 
snail, blew it as he threw it from hand to hand because it 
was hot, and ended by holding it out to me with : 

"Got a big pin?" 

I shrank away from him with my lip curling, and I 
uttered a peculiar "Ugh I" 

"All right!" he said gruffly. "They're stunning." 

To prove his assertion he went on eating rapidly with- 
out paying any further heed to me, throwing the shells 
over his head, and ending by screwing the paper up 
tightly that contained the salt. 

Then he sprang up and faced me; took two or three 
steps in my direction, and made a spring as if to jump 

ri^ht on to me. 

Naturally enough I gave way, and he darted out of the 
shed and dashed down between two rows of trees, to be 
out of sight directly, for I did not give chase. 

"He can talk," I said to myself as I went on down the 
garden thinking of the snails, and that Shock was some- 
thing like the wild boy of whom I had once read. 

But soon the various objects in the great garden made 
me forget Shock, for the men w T cre at work, hoeing, 
digging, and planting, and I was beginning to feel un- 
comfortable and to think that Old Brownsmith would be 
annoyed if he found me idle, when he came down one of 
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the walks, followed by his cats, and laid his hand upon 
my shoulder. 

"Better?" he said abruptly. "That's right. What 
you re to do? Oh wait a bit, well see! Get used to the 

place first." 

He gave me a short nod, and began pointing out differ- 
ent tasks that he wished his men to carry out, while I 
watched attentively, feeling as if I should like to run off 
and look at the ripening fruit, but not caring to go away, 
for fear Mr. Brownsmith might want me. 

One thing was quite evident, and that was that the cats 
were disposed to be very friendly. They did not take 
any notice of the men, but one after the other came and 
had a rub up against my leg, purring softly, and looking 
up at me with their slits of eyes closed up in the bright 
sunshine, till all at once Old Brownsmith laid his hand 
upon my shoulder again, and said one word: 

"Breakfast!" 



I walked with him up to the house, and noticed that 
instead of following us in, the cats ran up a flight of 
steps into a narrow loft which seemed to be their home, 
two of them seating themselves at once in the doorway 
to blink at the sunshine. 

"Like cats?" said the old gentleman. 

"Oh yes!" I said. 

"Ah! I see you've made friends." 

"Yes, I replied; but I haven't made friends with that 
boy Shock." 

"Well, that does not matter," said Old Brownsmith. 
" Come, sit down; bread and milk morning." 

I sat down opposite to him, to find that a big basin 
of bread and milk stood before each of us, and at 
which, after a short grace, Old Brownsmith at once ' 
began. 



WHERE SHOCK WAS FOUND. 93 

I hesitated for a moment, feeling a little awkward and 
strange, but I was soon after as busy as he. 

"Not going to be ill, I see/ he said suddenly. "You 
must be on the look-out another time. Accident — Ike 
didn't mean it." 

I was going to say I was sure of that, when he went 
on: 

"So you haven't made friends with Shock?" 

"No, sir. 

"Well, don't. 

" I will not if you don't wish it, sir," I said eagerly. 

"Be kind to him, and keep him in his place. Hasn't 
been rough to you, has he?" 

"Oh no!" I said. "He only seems disposed to play 
tricks." 






"Yes, like a monkey. Rum fellow, isn't he?" 

"Yes, sir. He isn't—" 

"Bit of an idiot, eh? Oh no! he's sharp enough. I let 
him do as he likes for the present. Awkward boy to 
manage." 

"Is he, sir?" 

"Yes, my lad. Ike found him under the horses' hoofs 

one night, going up to market. Little fellow had crawled 
out into the road. Left in the ditch by some one or 
another. Ike put him in a half-sieve basket with some 
hay, and fixed him in with some sticks same as we cover 
fruit, and he curled up and went to sleep till Ike brought 
him in to me in the yard." 

"But where were his father and mother?" I cried. 

"Who knows!" said Old Brownsmith, poking at a bit 
of brown crust in his basin of milk. " Ike brought him to 
me grinning, and he said, 'Here's another cat for you, 
master/ 

"I was very angry," said the old gentleman after a 
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pause; "but just then the little fellow — he was about a 
year old — put his head up through the wooden bars and 
looked at me, and I told one of the women to give him 
something to eat. After that I sent him to the work- 
house, where they took care of him, and one day when he 
got bigger I gave him a treat, and had him here for a 
day's holiday. Then after a twelvemonth, I gave him 
another holiday, and I should have given him two a year 
only he was such a young rascal. The workhouse master 
said he could do nothing with him. He couldn't make 

him learn anything — even his letters. The only thing he 
would do well was work in the garden." 

"Same as he does now, sir?" I said, for I was deeply 

interested. 

"Same as he does now," assented Old Brownsmith. 
"Then one day after I had given him his treat, I suppose 
when he was about ten years old, I found him in the gar- 
den. He had run away from the workhouse school." 

"And did he stay here, sir?" 

"No, I sent him back, Grant, and he ran away again. 
I sent him back once more, but he came back; and at last 
I got to be tired of it, for the more I sent him back the 
more he came." 

The old gentleman chuckled and finished his bread and 
milk, while I waited to hear more. 

"I say I got tired of it at last, for I knew they flogged 
and locked up the boy, and kept him on bread and water; 
but it did him no good; he would run away. He used to 
come here, through the gate if it was open, over the wall 
when it was shut, and he never said a word, only hung 
about like a do£. 

"I talked to him, coaxed him, and told him that if he 
would be a good lad, and learn, I would have him to 
work some day, and he stared at me just as if he were 
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some dumb animal, and when I had done and sent him 
off, what do you think happened, Grant ? " 

"He came back again, sir." 
Yes: came back again as soon as he could get away, 
and at last, being a very foolish sort of old man, I let him 
stop, and he has been here ever since." 

"And never goes to school?" 

"Never, Grant. I tried to send him, but I could only 
get him there by blows, and I gave that up. I don't like 
beating boys." 

I felt a curious shiver run through me as he said this, 
and I saw him smile, but he made no allusion to me, and 
went on talking about Shock. 

"Then I tried making a decent boy of him, giving him 
clothes, had a bed put for him in the attic, and his meals 
provided for him here in the kitchen." 

"And wasn't he glad?" I said. 



"Perhaps he was," said Old Brownsmith, quietly, "but 
he didn't show it, for I couldn't get him to sleep in the 
bed, and he would not sit down to his meals in the kit- 
chen; so at last I grew tired, and took to paying him 
wages, and made arrangements for one of the women 
who comes to work, to find him a lodging, and he goes 
there to sleep sometimes." 

I noticed that he said sometimes, in a peculiar manner, 
looking at me the while. Then he went on: 

"I've tried several times since, Grant, my lad, but the 
young savage is apparently irreclaimable. Perhaps when 
he gets older something may be done." 

"I hope so," I said. "It seems so dreadful to see a 
boy so — " 



"So dirty and lost, as the north-country people call it, 
boy. Ah well, let him have his way for a bit, and we'll 
see by and by! You say he has not annoyed you?" 
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"No, no," I said; "I don't think he likes me though" 

"That does not matter," said the old gentleman, rising. 
"There, now, I'm going to shave." 

I looked at him in wonder, as he took a tin pot from 
out of a cupboard, and brought forth his razors, soap, and 
brush. 

" Give me that looking-glass that hangs on the .wall, 

my lad; that's it." 

I fetched the glass from the nail on which it hung, and 
then he set it upright, propped by a little support behind, 
and then I sat still as he placed his razor in boiling water, 
soaped his chin all round, and scraped it well, removing 
the gray stubble, and leaving it perfectly clean. 

It seemed to me a curious thing to do on a breakfast- 
table, but it was the old man's custom, and it was not likely 
that he would change his habits for me. 

" There," he said smiling, " that's a job you won't want 
to do just yet awhile. Now hang up the glass, and you 
can go out in the garden. I shall be there by and by. 

Head hurt you?" 

"Oh no, sir!" I said. 

"Shoulder?" 

" Only a little stiff, sir." 

" Then I don't think we need have the doctor any more." 

I laughed, for the idea seemed ridiculous. 

" "Well, then, we won't waste his time. Put on your 
hat and go and see him. You know where he lives?" 

I said that I did; and I went up to his house, saw him, 
and he sent me away again, patting me on the shoulder 
that was not stiff. 

" Yes, you're all right," he said. " Now take care and 
don't get into my clutches again." 



CHAPTER IX. 



GATHERING PIPPINS. 




DID not understand it at the time, but that 
accident made me a very excellent friend in 
the shape of Ike, the big ugly carter and 
packer, for after his fashion he took me 
regularly under his wing, and watched over me during 
the time I was at Old Brownsmith's. 

I'm obliged to stop again over that way of speaking of 
the market-gardener, but whenever I write " Mr. Brown- 
smith/' or "the old gentleman," it does not seem natural. 
Old Brownsmith it always was, and I should not have 
been surprised to have seen his letters come by the post- 
man directed Old Broivnsmith. 

Ike used to look quite pleasant when I was busy near 

him, and while he taught me all he knew, nothing pleased 
him better than for me to call him from his di^o-in^, or 
hoeing, or planting, to move a ladder, or lift a basket, or 
perform some other act that was beyond my strength. 

All the same though he had a way of not showing it. 

I had been at the garden about a week when Old 
Brownsmith began talking about picking some of his 

pippins to send to market. 

" I hear they are making a good price," he said, " and I 
shall try a few sieves to-morrow morning, Grant." 

" Yes, sir," I said, for the sound of apple-picking was 

pleasant. 

" I suppose if I were to send you up one of the apple- 

(289) Q 
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trees with a basket, you would throw yourself out and 
break one of your limbs." 

" Oh no, sir!" I said. " I could climb one of the trees 

and pick the apples without doing that." 

"Thank you," he replied; "that's not the way to pick 
my apples. Why, don't you know that the fruit does 
not grow in the middle of a tree, but round the outside, 
where the sun and wind can get at the blossom?" 

" I didn't know it," I said rather ruefully. " I seem 
to be very ignorant. I wish I had been more to 
school." 

"They wouldn't have taught you that at school, my 
lad," he said smiling. " Why, of course you did not know 
it. I didn't know such things when I was your age. 
Look here. You must have a ladder put for you against 
a tree, and take a basket with a hook to the handle. 
There, I'll show you; but you are sure you will not 

tumble ? " 

" I'll take care, sir," I said. " I'll be very careful." 
It was a sunny morning, and leading the way, Old 
Brownsmith went out to where Ike was busy putting in 
plants with a dibber, striding over a stretched-out line, 
making holes, thrusting in one of the plants he held in 
his left hand, and with one thrust or two of the dibber 
surrounding it with the soft moist earth. 

He raised himself unwillingly, and went off to obey 
orders; one of the work -women was sent to fetch some 
flat sieves; while from one of the sheds I brought a couple 
of deep cross-handled baskets to each of which a wooden 
hook was attached. 

By the time we had walked to where the king-pippin 
trees stood with their tall straight branches, Ike was 
before us with a ladder, with the lower rounds made of 
great length, so as to give width to the bottom. 
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I had noticed this before when I had seen the ladders 
hanging up in the long shed, and now asked the reason 
why they were so made. 

" To keep them from tilting over when you are up 
there," said Old Brownsmith. " Gently, Ike, don't bruise 
them. Ah! there they go." 

For, as Ike thumped down the bottom of the ladder, 
and then let the top lean against the tree, a couple of 
apples were knocked off, to come down, one with a thud 
on the soft soil, the other to strike in the fork of the tree 
and bound to my feet. 

" Some on 'em's sure to get knocked off," growled Ike. 
" Who's agoin' to pick?" 

" He is," said Mr. Brownsmith shortly. 

"Then you don't want me no more?" 

"Not at present." 

"Then I may go on with my planting?" 

" Yes." 

" Ho ! " 

I could not help feeling amused at the way in which 
this conversation was carried on, and the heavy clumsy 
manner adopted by Ike in going away. 

" There you are, Grant," said Old Brownsmith, " plenty 
of apples. What do you say — can you go up the ladder 
safely and pick them?" 

"Oh yes, sir!" I cried. 

"And you will not fall?" 

"Oh! I shall not fall, sir," I cried laughing. 

« Very well. Up you go then. Take your basket and 
hook it on to the round of the ladder where you are 
picking, then take each apple carefully, raise it, and it 
will come off at a point on the stalk where it joins the 
twig. Don't tear them out and break the stalks, or they 
become unsaleable." 
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"I'll mind, sir," I said. "I know the big Marie Louise 
pears at home used to come off like that at a joint." 

" Good ! " he cried smiling, and tapping my shoulder. 
" When you've picked an apple of course you'll throw it 
into the basket?" 

" Yes, sir." 

" You d better not," he cried sharply. " Lay it in as 
tenderly as you can. If you throw it in, the apple will 
be bruised — bruised apples are worth very little in the 
market, and soon decay." 

" I'll mind them, sir," I said, and eagerly mounting the 
ladder I began to pick the beautiful little apples that 
hung about me, Old Brownsmith watching me the while. 

"That's right," he said encouragingly. "When you get 
your basket nearly full, bring it down and empty it very 
gently in one of the sieves — gently, mind." 

I promised, and he went away, leaving me as busy as 
could be in the warm sunshine, thoroughly enjoying my 
task, picking away carefully at the apples, beginning low 
down, and then getting higher and higher till I felt the 
ladder bend and the branch give, and I had to hold on 
tightly by one hand. 

I had to go down three times to empty my basket, 
pouring out the apples very gently so as not to bruise 
them, and at last I had picked all the pippins I could 
reach from the ladder. 

I got down and proceeded to move it, so as to get to 
another part of the tree. 

It was easy enough, after I had got it free of the twigs, 
to pull the ladder upright, and this done I looked at the 
place where I meant to put it next, and getting hold of 
it tightly, began to lift it by the spokes just as I had seen 
Ike manage it. 

The fact did not occur to me that I was a mere boy 
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and he a muscular man, for I'm afraid I had plenty of 
conceit, and, drawing in a long breath, I lifted the ladder 
straight up easily enough, took a couple of steps in the right 
direction, and then felt to my horror that the strength of 
my arms was as nothing as soon as the balance ceased to 
be preserved, for in spite of my efforts the top of the 
ladder began to go over slowly, then faster and faster, 
then there was a sharp whishing crash as the bough of a 
pear-tree was literally cut off, and a bump and a sharp 
crack. 

The top of the ladder had struck the ground, breaking 
several feet right off, and I was clinging to the bottom. 

One minute I was happy and in the highest of spirits; 
now I was plunged into a state of hopeless despair as I 
wondered what Old Brownsmith would say, and how 
much it would cost to repair that ladder. 

I was so prostrated by my accident that for a minute 
or so I stood holding on to the broken ladder, ruefully 
gazing at my work, and once I actually found myself 
looking towards the wall where the trained plum-trees 
formed a ladder easy of ascent for Shock, and just as easy 

for me to get over and run for it — anywhere so as not 
to have to meet Old Brownsmith after destroying his 
pi^operty. 

" Well, you've been and gone and done it now, young 
'un, and no mistake," said a gruff voice; and I found that 
Ike had come softly up behind me. " I thought it was 
you tumbling and breaking of yourself again; but the 
ladder. Oh my!" 

" I couldn't help it," I cried piteously; " the top was so 
heavy, it seemed to pull it over when I tried to move it. 
Please how much will a new one cost?" 

"Cost!" said Ike grimly, as he stood looking with one 
eye at the ladder, with the other at me — hundred — hun- 
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dred and twenty — say a hundred pound at the very out- 
side." 

"A hundred pounds!" I cried aghast. 

" Well, not more'n that," said Ike. " Trying to move 
it, was you? and — why, you've smashed that branch off 
the pear-tree. I say, hadn't you better cut and run? " 

"I don't know, Ike/' I said hopelessly; "had I?" 

" Well, I don't think I would this time. The ganger 
perhaps '11 let you off if you pay for it out of your wage.' 

" But I don't have any wages," I said in despair. 

"You don't!" he cried. "Well, then, you're in for it. 
My word, I wouldn't be you for a crown." 

I stood gazing helplessly from the ladder to Ike and 
back, half feeling that he was imposing upon me, but in 
too much trouble to resent it, and as I stared about a 
robin came and sat upon the broken branch, and seemed 
to be examining how much damage I had done. 

"Well, what shall we do, young 'un?" said Ike. 

"I suppose I must go on picking with the broken 
ladder," I said gloomily. 

"You ain't going to cut then?" 

" No," I said firmly. 

" Then look here," said Ike; "suppose I take the broken 
ladder up into the shed, and hang it up, and bring 
another. When the ganger finds it he'll think it was 
Shock broke it, and then you'll be all right, eh ? What 
do you say to that?" 

" That I wouldn't be such a coward," I said stoutly. 
" I shall tell Mr. Brownsmith myself." 

" Oh, very well! " said Ike, stooping and picking up the 
broken ladder. " Here, give me that bit. I'll soon be 
back. Don't much matter. On'y four foot gone, and 
we wanted a shorter one. This'll just do." 

"Then it won't cost a hundred pounds?" I cried. 
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"No; nor a hundred pennies, boy. It was only my 
gammon. I'll soon be back." 

I felt as if a load had been lifted off my breast as Ike 
came back at a heavy trot with a fresh ladder and 
planted it for me against the apple-tree. 

"That's about safe," he cried. "If you feel yourself 
falling, hook one of your ears over a bough and hang on. 
Never mind the ladder: let that go." 

"That's nonsense!" I said sharply, and Ike chuckled. 

" Look ye here, boy," he said, as I thanked him and 
ran up the ladder with my empty basket, " I'll take that 
bough as you broke in among the gooseberries, where he 
never hardly comes, and I'll tell him that I broke the 
ladder moving it. You've had plenty of trouble already, 
and my shoulders is bigger than yours." 

" But it wouldn't be true," I said. 

"Wouldn't it?" he replied, with a queer look. " Well, 
I suppose it wouldn't; but I'll tell him all the same." 

" No," I cried, after a fight with a very cowardly feel- 
ing within me that seemed to be pulling me towards the 
creephole of escape, "I shall tell him myself." 

Ike turned off sharply, and walked straight to where 

the broken pear bough lay, jumped up and pulled down 
the place where it had snapped off, opened his knife, and 
trimmed the ragged place off clean, and then went back 
to his work. 

"Now he's offended," I said to myself with a sigh; 
and I went on picking apples in terribly low spirits. 



CHAPTER X. 



MY FIRST APPLE. 




HAD been working for about half an hour 
longer when I found I could get no more, 
and this time I went a little way and called 
Ike from where he was at work to move the 

ladder for me. 

He came in a surly way, and then stared at me. 

"Want me to move the ladder? Why can't yer move 
it yerself ?" he grumbled. 

"You know I'm not strong enough," I said. 

" Ho! that's it, is it? I thought you were such a great 
big cock-a-hoop sort of a chap that you could do any- 
thing. Well, where's it to be?" 

" Hound the other side, I think/' I said. 

"No; this here's best," he cried, and whisking up the 
ladder I stood admiring his great brown arms and the 
play of the muscles as he carried the ladder as if it had 
been a straw, and planted it, after thrusting the inter- 
vening boughs aside with the top to get it against a stout 
limb. 

" There you are, my lad," he said. " Now, are you satis- 
fied?" 

"Yes; and thank you, Ike," I said quickly. "And I'm 
very much obliged to you about wanting to take the 
blame upon yourself about the broken ladder and — " 

"Here, I can't stand listening to speeches with my 
plarnts asri veiling up in the sun. Call me if you wants 
me asren." 
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He gave me a curious look and went away, leaving me 
with the impression that I had thoroughly offended him 
now, and that I was a most unlucky boy. 

I climbed the ladder again, picking as fast as I could 
to make up for lost time; and as the sun shone so hotly 
and I kept on picking the beautiful fruit with the bough 
giving and swaying so easily, I began to feel more at ease 
once more. While I picked and rilled and emptied my 
basket I began to reason with myself and to think that 
after all Mr. Brownsmith would not be so very angry 
with me if I went to him boldly and told the truth. 

This thought cheered me wonderfully, and I was 
busily working away when I heard the whistling and 
scratching noise made by somebody walking sharply 
through the gooseberry bushes, and, looking round, there 
was Ike carrying another ladder, and Shock coming along 
loaded with baskets, evidently to go on picking apples 
from one of the neighbouring trees. 

They neither of them spoke. Ike planted the ladder 
ready, and Shock took a basket and ran up, and was hard 
at work by the time Ike was out of sight. 

I had hardly spoken to the boy since I had found him 
eating snails; and as I went on picking with my back to 
him, and thinking of the poor child being found crawling 
in the road and brought in a basket, and of his always 
running away from the workhouse, I felt a kind of pity 
for him, and determined to try if I could not help him, 
when all at once I felt a sharp pain accompanying a 

severe blow on the leg, as if some one had thrown a 
stone at me. 

I turned sharply round, holding tightly with one hand; 
but Shock's back was turned to me, and he was picking 
apples most diligently. 

I looked about, and there was no one else near, the 
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trees being too small for anyone to hide behind their 
trunks. Shock did not look in my direction, but worked 
away, and I at last, as the sting grew less, went on with 
mine. 

" I know it was him," I said to myself angrily. " If I 
catch him at it — " 

I made some kind of mental vow about what I would 
do, finished filling my basket, went down and emptied it, 
and ascended the ladder again just as he was doing the 
same, but I might have been a hundred miles away for 
all the notice he took of me. 

I had just begun picking again, and was glancing over 
my shoulder to see if he was going to play any antics, 
when he began to ascend his ladder, and I went on. 

Thump ! 

A big lump of earth struck me right in the back, and 

as I looked angrily round I saw Shock fall from the top 
to the bottom of his ladder, and I felt that horrible sensa- 
tion that people call your heart in your mouth. 

He rose to a sitting position, put his hand to his head, 
and shouted out: 

"Who's that throwing lumps?" 

Nobody answered; and as I saw him run up the ladder 

again it occurred to me that it was more a slip down 

than a fall from the ladder, and I had just come to this 

conclusion when, seeing that I was watching him, he 

made me start and cling tightly, for he suddenly fell 
again. 

It was like lightning almost. One moment he was 
high up on the ladder, the next he was at the foot ; but 
this time I was able to make out that he guided himself 
with his arms and his legs, and that it was really more a 
slide down than a fall. 

I turned from him in disgust, annoyed with myself for 
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letting him cheat me into the belief that he had met with 
an accident, and went on picking apples. 

" He's no better than a monkey," I said to myself. 

Whiz ! 

An apple came so close to my ear, thrown with great 
violence, that I felt it almost brush me, and I turned so 
sharply round that I swung myself off the ladder, and 
had I not clung tightly by my hands I must have fallen. 

As it was, the ladder turned right round, in spite of its 
broadly set foot, and I hung beneath it, while my half- 
filled basket was in my place at the top. 

The distance was not great, but I felt startled as I 
hung there, when, to my utter astonishment, Shock 
threw himself round, twisted his ladder, and hung be- 
neath just as I did, and then went down by his hands 
from round to round of the ladder, turned it back, ran 
up again, and went on picking apples as if nothing was 
wrong. 

I could not do as he did; I had not muscle enough in 
my arms, but I threw my legs round the tottering ladder, 
and slid down, turned it back to its old place, went up 
quickly, and again picked away. 

For the next quarter of an hour all was very quiet, and 
I had just finished getting all I could when Ike came along. 

I started guiltily, for I thought it was Old Brownsmith, 
but the voice reassured me, and I felt reprieved for the 
moment as Ike said: 

"Want the ladder moved?" 

I carried my basket down, and emptied it while Ike 
changed the position of the ladder. 

" There you are/' he said. " There's plenty for you up 
yonder. Come, you're getting on. Yes ; and clean 
picked, too." he continued, giving the basket a shake. 
"Now you, Shock, come down, and I'll move yourn." 
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The boy got down sullenly, and turned his back fco 
me while the ladder was moved, so that this time we 
were working at different trees, but nearly facing each 
other. 

Ike gave me a nod, and went off again to his work; 
and as I turned my head to gaze after him, whack came 
a little apple, and struck me on the side of the ear. 

I was so much annoyed that I picked a big one out of 
my basket and threw it at Shock with all my might, dis- 
turbing my balance so that I had to hold on tightly with 
one hand. 

My shot did not go anywhere near the boy, but he fell 
from the ladder, hanging by one leg in a horrible way, 
his head down, and his hands feeling about and stretch- 
ing here and there, as if to get hold of something to draw 
him up. He swung about and uttered a low animal-like 
moan of distress that horrified me, and sliding down my 
ladder, unwilling to call for aid, I ran to help him myself. 

He was squinting frightfully, and lay back head down- 
wards, and arms outstretched on the ladder as I began to 
ascend. His face was flushed, his mouth open, and his 
tongue out. In fact, he looked as if he were being stran- 
gled by his position, and, trembling with eagerness, I 
went up four rounds, when smack! crack! I received a 
blow on each ear that sent me down. 

When I recovered myself, my cheeks tingling, and my 
heart throbbing with wrath, Shock had thrown himself 
up again, and, with his back to me, was picking away 
at the apples as if nothing had been wrong. 

You see if I trust you again, my fine fellow," I cried 
in a rage; and, picking up a lot of clods, I began to pelt 
him as hard as I could, missing him half the time, but 
giving him several sharp blows on the back and head. 

It was the last shot that hit him on the head, and the 
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clod was big and cakey, hitting him so hard that it flew 
to pieces like a shell. 

It must have hurt him, for he slid down and came at 
me fiercely with his mouth open, and showing his teeth 
like a dog. 

I daresay at another time, as he was much bigger and 
stronger than I was, I should have turned and fled; but 
just then I was so hot and excited that I went at him 
with my doubled fists, and for the next five minutes we 
were fighting furiously, every now and then engaged in 
a struggle, and going down to continue it upon the ground. 

I fell heavily several times, and was getting the worst 
of it when, all at once, I managed to get one hand free, 
and in my despair struck him as hard as I could. 

The blow must have been a hard one, for Shock stag- 
gered back, caught his foot in one of the , gooseberry 
bushes, and fell with a crash into one of them, splitting 
the bush open. 

I was half blind with rage, and smarting with blows; 
and as he seemed to be coming at me again, I made another 
dash at him, striking out right and left with my arms 
going like a windmill, till I was checked suddenly by being 
lifted from the ground, and a hoarse voice uttered a 
tremendous — 

"Haw, haw, haw!" 

I had felt this last time that Shock was very big and 
strong, hence it took me some moments to realize that 
the boy had crept out of the gooseberry bush and had 
shuffled away, while it was Ike whom I was belabouring 
and drumming with all my might. 

"Well done, little one," he cried. "There, cool down. 
Shock's give in. You've whacked him. Here's the 
ganger coming. Get on with your work." 

Shock ran by us with a rush, mounted his ladder, and 
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I hurried up mine, to go on picking as well, while, panting 
and hot, smarting with blows and anger, I wondered 
what Old Brownsmith would say to me for what I had 

done. 

He only went along the path, however, with his cats, 
as he saw that Ike was there, and the apple -picking 
went on till he was out of sight. 

"Ah! you're only a bit dirty," said Ike to me rather 
less roughly than usual. " Come down and 111 give you 
a brush. 

" There you are," he said, after performing the task for 
me. " Was he up to his larks with you?" 

"Yes," I said; "he has been pelting me, and he pre- 
tended to fall; and when I went to help him he struck 
me, and I couldn't stand that." 

" So you licked him well? That's right, boy. He won't 
do it again. If he does, give it him, and teach him better. 
I don't like fighting till you're obliged; but when you are 
obliged — hit hards my mofcter, and that's what you've 

done by him." 

Of course I knew that that was what I had done by 
him, but I felt very sorry all the same, for I knew I had 
hurt Shock a good deal, and I had hurt myself; and 
somehow, as Ike went away chuckling and rubbing his 
big hands down his sides, it seemed very cruel of him to 
laugh. 

Everything seemed to have gone so wrong, and I was 
in such trouble, that neither the sunshine nor the beauty 
of the apples gave me the least satisfaction. 

I kept on picking, expecting every moment that Shock 
would begin again, and I kept a watchful eye upon him; 
but he threw no more lumps of earth or apples, and only 
went on picking as quickly as he could, and I noticed that 
he always had his face turned from me. 
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t( I do nothing but offend people," I thought, as I worked 
away, and I felt as sure as could be that this boy would 
contrive pitfalls for me and play me tricks, making my 
life quite a burden. In fact, I became very imaginative, 
as boys of my age often will, and instead of trying to 
take things in the manly English spirit that should be 
the aim of every lad, I grew more and more depressed. 

Just when I was at my worst, and I was thinking what 
an unlucky boy I was, I heard a sound, followed by an- 
other. The nearest representation of the sounds are 
these — 

Quack — craun che. 

" Why, he's eating apples," I said to myself, as I went 
down my ladder, emptied my basket, and went up again. 

Now some who read this will think it a strange thing, 

but, though I had been busy all that morning handling 

beautiful little pippins, long, rosy, and flat-topped, I had 

never even thought of tasting one. 

Like fruit? I loved it; but I was so intent upon my 
work, so eager to do it well, and I had had so much to 

think about, that it seemed to come upon me like a sur- 
prise that the apples were good to eat. 

Now that Shock had begun, and was crunching away 
famously as he worked, I suddenly found that, though 
I was not so hot as I was after my encounter, my mouth 
felt dry. I was very thirsty, and those apples seemed to 
be the most tempting of any I had ever seen in my life. 

But I would not touch one. I went higher up the 
ladder and picked; then higher and higher till I was close 
to the top, holding on by the tall stem of the tree picking 
some of the ripest apples I had yet gathered, and swaying 
with a pleasant motion every time I reached here or there 
to pick one at the end of a twig. 

What beauties they seemed, and how, while those that 
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grew in the shady parts under the leaves, were of a de- 
licate green, the ones I had picked from out in the full 
sunshine were dark and ruddy and bronzed! How they 
clustered together too, out here in the top of the tree, so 
thickly that it seemed as if I should never get them all. 

But by degrees I reached up and up where I could not 
take the basket, and thrust the apples into my breast and 
pockets. One I had a tremendous job to reach, after 
going a little lower to where my basket hung to empty 
my pockets before climbing again. It was a splendid 
fellow, the biggest yet, and growing. right at the top of 
a twig. 

It seemed dangerous to get up there, for it meant hold- 
ing on by the branch, and standing on the very top round 
of the ladder, and I hesitated. Still I did not like to be 
beaten, and with the branch bending I held on and went 
up and up, till I stood right at the top of the ladder, and 
then cautiously raising my hand I was about to reach 
up at and try to pick the apple, when something induced 
me to turn my head and look in the direction of Shock's 
tree. 

Sure enough he was watching me. I saw his face 
right up in the top ; but he turned it quickly, and there 
was a rustle and a crack as if he had nearly fallen. 

For a few moments this unsteadied me, and for the 
first time I began to think that I was running great risks, 
and that I should fall. So peculiar was the feeling that 
I clung tightly to the swaying bending branch and shut 
my eyes. 

The feeling went off as quickly as it came, for I set 
my teeth, and, knowing that Shock was watching me, 

determined that he should not see I was afraid. 

The next moment I was reaching up cautiously, and 
by degrees got my hand just under the apple, but could 
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get no higher. My head was thrown back, the branch 
bending towards me, and my feet on the top round, so 
that I was leaning back far out of the perpendicular, and 
the more I tried to get that pippin, and could not reach, 
the more bright and beautiful it looked. 

I forgot all about the danger, for Shock was watching 
me, and I would have it; and as I strained up I at last 
was able to touch it with the tips of my fingers, for my 
feet were pressing the branch one way, my hands draw- 
ing it the other, till it came lower, lower, lower, my fingers 
grasped the apple more and more, and at last, when I felt 
that I could bear the strain no longer, the stalk gave way, 
and the apple dropped between the twig and my hand. 

Then for a moment, as I grasped it, I felt as if I was 
going to lose my footing, and hang off the ladder. If 
I did, the bough was so thin that I knew it would break, 
and it was only by exerting all my strength that I 
held on. 

At last, lowering hand below hand, I got to be a little 
more upright. My feet were firmer on the ladder, and 
I was able to take a step down. 

Another few moments and, with a sigh of relief at my 
escape from a heavy fall — for it really was an escape — I 
thrust the beautiful apple in my breast and descended to 
my basket, gave a final glance round to see if there was 
any more fruit within reach, found there was not, and so 
I went to the foot of the ladder, emptied my basket, took 
out the apple from my breast, and found that it was as 
beautiful as it had seemed up there. 

" I must have you," I thought, and, turning the rosy 
side towards me, I took a tremendous bite out of it, a 
rich sweet juicy bite, and then stood staring stupidly, 
for Old Brownsmith was standing there with his cats, 
looking at me in a quiet serious way- 

( 280 ) H 



CHAPTER XL 



MAKING THINGS RIGHT. 




UST at that moment I fancied that I heard a 
sort of laugh from up in the other tree, but my 
eyes were fixed upon Old Brownsmith, and 
I had a large piece of apple in my mouth that 
I dared not begin to chew. 

He stood looking at me as I stood there, feeling three 
of his cats come and begin rubbing themselves up against 
my legs in the most friendly way, while I felt as if my 
misfortunes were being piled up one on the top of the other. 
From previous conversations I had gathered that he 
expected the boys to now and then eat a little fruit, and 

there was no harm in it; but it seemed so hard that the 
very first time I tasted an apple he should be standing 
there watching me. 

"Dinner's ready," he said suddenly; "come along." 

"Shall I leave the baskets here, sir?" I said. 

"Yes; just as they are." 

He stooped down and examined the apples, turning 
them over a little. 

"Hah! yes/' he said; "nicely picked. That will do. 
You've got on too." 

He went on, and I was following behind the cats, but 
he drew on one side to let me walk by him. 

" Eat your apple," he said smiling, as he looked side- 
wise at me. " Only we always pick out the ugliest fruit 
and vegetables for home use, and send the best-looking 
to market." 
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" I'll remember that, sir," I said. 

" Do, Grant, my lad. You will not lose by it, for I'll 
tell you something. The shabbiest-looking, awkwardly- 
rown apples, pears, and plums are generally the finest 
flavoured." 

"Are they, sir?" I said. 

" That they are, my boy. I£ you want a delicious pear 
don't pick out the great shapely ones, but those that are 
screwed all on one side and covered with rusty spots. 
The same with the plums and apples. They are almost 
always to be depended upon." 

I had finished my mouthful of apple, and thrust the 
fruit in my jacket pocket. 

" It is often the same with people in this life, my boy. 
Many of the plain-looking, shabby folks are very beauti- 
ful everywhere but outside. There's a moral lesson for 
you. Save it up." 

I said I would, and looked at him sidewise, hesitating, 
for I wanted to speak to him. I was wondering, too, 
whether he knew that I had been fighting with Shock, 
for my hands were very dirty and my knuckles were cut. 

He did not speak any more, but stooped and took up 

one of the cats, to stroke it and let it get up on his 
shoulder, and we had nearly reached the house before I 
burst out desperately: 

" If you please, Mr. Brownsmith — " 

Then I stopped short and stared at him helplessly, for 
the words seemed to stick in my throat. 

"Well," he said, " what is it? Want to speak to me?" 

"Yes, sir," I burst out; "I want to tell you that I — 
that I broke—" 



" The ladder, eh ?" he said smiling. " That's right, Grant; 
always speak out when you have had an accident of any 
kind. Nothing like being frank. It's honest and gives 
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people confidence in you. Yes, I know all about the 
ladder. I was coming to see if you wanted it moved 
when I saw you overcome by it. Did Ike trim off that 
branch ? " 

" Yes, sir," I cried hastily. " I'm very sorry, sir. I did 
not know that — " 

" It was so heavy, Grant. Leverage, my boy. A strong 
man can hardly hold a ladder if he gets it off the balance." 

« Will it cost much to—" 

" It was an old ladder, Grant, and I'm not sorry it is 
broken; for there was a bad crack there, I see, covered 
over by the paint. We might have had a nasty accident. 
It will do now for the low trees. Look here." 

He led me into the shed where the ladders hung, and 
showed me the broken ladder, neatly sawn off at the top, 
and thinned down a little, and trimmed off with a 
spokeshave, while a pot of lead-coloured paint and a brush 
stood by with which the old gentleman had been going 

over the freshly-cut wood. 

" My job," he said quietly. " Dry by to-morrow. You 
were quite right to tell me." 

Then there was a pause. 

" How many apples does that make you've had to-day?" 
he said, suddenly. 

"Apples, sir? Oh! that was the first." 

"Humph!" he ejaculated, looking at me sharply. "And 
so you've been having a set-to with Shock, eh?" 

"Yes, sir," I said in an aggrieved tone; "he — " 

" Don't tell tales out of school, Grant," he said. " YouVe 
had your fight, and have come off better than I expected. 
Don't let's have any more of it, if you can help it. There, 
have a wash; make haste. Dinner's waiting." 

The relief I felt was something tremendous, and though 
five minutes or so before I had not wanted any dinner, 
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I had no sooner had a good wash in the tin bowl with the 
clean cold water from the pump, and a good rub with the 
round towel behind the kitchen door, than I felt out- 
rageously hungry; and it was quite a happy, flushed face, 
with a strapped-up wound on the forehead and a rather 
swollen and cut lip, that looked out at me from the little 
square shaving glass on the wall 

That morning I had been despondently thinking that 
I was making no end of enemies in my new home. That 
afternoon I began to find that things were not so very 
bad after all Shock was sulky, and seemed to delight 
in showing me the roots of his hair in the nape of his 
neck, always turning his back ; but he did not throw any 

more apples and he played no more pranks, but went on 
steadily picking. 

I did the same, making no further advances to him, 
though, as I recalled how I hammered his body and head, 
and how he must have been pricked by falling into the 
gooseberry bush, I felt sorry, and if he had offered to 
shake hands I should have forgotten how grubby his 
always were, and held out mine at once. 

As the afternoon wore on we filled our baskets, and 
more had to be fetched. Then, later on, I wanted my 
ladder moved to another tree, and came down and called 
Ike, but he was not there, so I asked one of the other 
men, who came and did it for me, and then moved Shock's. 

I was just mounting again when Ike came up, taking 
long strides and scowling angrily. 

" S'pose you couldn't ha' waited a moment, could you?'* 
he growled. ' I didn't move the ladder just as you wanted, 
I suppose. You're precious partickler, you are. Now, 
look here, my fine gentleman, next time you want a lad- 
der moved you may move it yourself." 

"But I did call you, Ike," I said; "and you wern't there." 
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H I hadn't gone to get another two hundred o' plarnts, 
I suppose, and was comin back as fast as I could, I s'pose. 
No, o' course not. I ought to ha' been clost to your elber, 
ready when you called. Never mind; next time you 
wants the ladder moved get some one else, for I sha'n't 
do it;" and he strode away. 

Half an hour later he was back to see if I wanted it 
moved, and waited till I had finished gathering a few 
more apples, when, smiling quite good-humouredly, he 
shifted the ladder into a good place. 

"There/' he said, "you'll get a basketful up there. 
Now, Shock, shall I shift yours 'fore I go? That's your 
sort. Well, you two chaps have picked a lot." 

I soon grew quite at home at Old Brownsmith's, and 
found him very kind. Ike, too, in his rough way, quite 
took to me — at least if anything had to be done he was 
offended if I asked another of the men. I worked hard at 
the fruit-picking, and kept account when Ike laid straw or 
fern over the tops of the bushel and half-bushel baskets, 
and placed sticks across, lattice fashion, to keep the apples 
and pears in. Then of a night I used to transfer the 
writing on the slate to a book, and tell Old Brownsmith 
what I had put down, reading the items over and sum- 
ming up the quantities and the amounts they fetched 
when the salesmen's accounts came from Covent Garden. 

The men and women about the place — all very quiet, 
thoughtful people — generally had a smile for me when I 
said good-morning, and I went on capitally, my old troubles 
being distant and the memories less painful day by day. 

But somehow I never got on with Shock. I didn't 
want to make a companion of him, but I did not want 
him to be an enemy, and that he always seemed to be. 

He never threw lumps of soil or apples or potatoes at 
me now ; but he would often make-believe to be about to 
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hurl something, and if he could not get away because of 
his work he always turned his back. 

" He doesn't like me, Ike," I said to the big gardener 
one day. 

"No, he don't, that's sartain," said Ike. "He's jealous 
of you, like, because the ganger makes so much of you." 

" Mr. Brownsmith would make as much of him if he 
would be smart and clean, and act like other boys," I 
said. 

" Yes, but that's just what he won't do, won't Shock. 
You see, young 'un, he's a 'riginal — a reg'lar 'riginal, and 
you can't alter him. Ain't tried to lick you again, has 
he?" 

"Oh, no!" I said; "and he does not throw at me." 

"Don't shy at you now! Well, I wonder at that," 
said Ike. " He's a wunner at shying. He can hit any- 
thing with a stone. I've seen him knock over a bird 
afore now, and when he gets off in the fields of an evening 
I've often knowed him bring back a rabbit." 

"What does he do with it?" 

"Do with it! Come, there's a good 'un. Cook it down 
in the shed, and eat it. He'd eat a'most anything. But 
don't you mind him. It don't matter whether he's pleased 
or whether he ain't. If he's too hard on you, hit him 
again, and don't be afraid." 

In fact the more I saw of Shock, the more distant he 
grew; and though I tried to make friends with him by 
putting slices of bread and butter and bits of cold pud- 
ding in the shed down the garden that he used to like to 
make his home at meal-time and of an evening, he used 
to eat them, and we were as bad friends as ever. 

One morning, when there was rather a bigger fire than 
usual down in the old tool- shed, I walked to the door, 
and found Shock on his knees apparently making a pud- 
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ding of soft clay, which he was kneading and beating 
about on the end of the hearthstone. 

I looked round for the twig, for I felt sure that he was 
going to use the clay for pellets to sling at me, but there 

was no stick visible. 

As I came to the doorway he just glanced over his 
shoulder; and then, seeing who it was, he shuffled round 
a little more and went on. 

"What are you doing, Shock?" I asked. 

He made no reply, but rapidly pinched off pieces of the 
clay and roughly formed them into the head, body, legs, 
and arms of a human being, which he set up against the 
wall, and then with a hoarse laugh knocked into a shape- 
less mass with one punch of his clay-coated fist. 

"He meant that for me," I said to myself; and I was 
going to turn away when I caught sight of something 

lying in the shadow beneath the little old f our-paned 
window. 

It was something I had never seen before except in 
pictures; and I was so interested that I stepped in and 
was about to pick up the object, but Shock snatched it 
away. 

"Where did you get it?" I said eagerly. 

He did not answer for a few moments, and then said 
gruffly, " Fields." 

" It's a hedgehog, isn't it?" I said. " Here, let me look." 

He slowly laid the little prickly animal down on the 
earthen floor and pushed it towards me — a concession 
of civility that was wonderful for Shock; and I eagerly 
examined the curious little creature, pricking my fingers 
a good deal in the efforts to get a good look at the little 
black-faced animal with its pointed snout. 

" What are you going to do with it?" I said. 

Shock looked up at me in a curious half-cunning way, 
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as he beat out his day into a broad sheet; and then, as 
if about to make a pudding, he made the hedgehog into 
a long ball, laid it on the clay, and covered it up, rolling 
it over and over till there was nothing visible but a clay 
ball. 

" What a baby you are, Shock, playing at making mud 
puddings!" I said. 

He did not reply, only smiled in a half-pitying way, 
took an old broomstick that he used for a poker, and 
scraping the ashes of the fire aside rolled the clay pig- 
pudding into the middle of the fire, and then covered it 
over with the burning ashes, and piled on some bits of 
wood and dry cabbage-stumps, making up a good fire, 
which he set himself to watch. 

It was a wet day, and there was nothing particular to 
do in the garden; so I stood looking at Shock's cookery 
for a time, and then grew tired and was coming away 
when for a wonder he spoke. 

" Be done soon," he said. 

Just then I heard my name called, and running through 
the rain I found that Old Brownsmith wanted me for a 
while about some entries that he could not find in the 
book, and which he thought had not been made. 

I was able, however, to show him that the entries had 
been made; and as soon as I was at liberty I ran down 
the garden again to see how the cookery was going on. 

As I reached the door the little shed was all of a glow, 
for Shock was raking the fire aside, but, apparently not 

satisfied, he raked it all back again, and for the next 

half hour he amused himself piling up scraps of wood 
and refuse to make the fire burn, ending at last by 
raking all away, leaving the lump of clay baked hard 
and red. 

I had been standing by the door watching him all the 
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time; and now he just turned his head and looked at me 
over his shoulder as he rose and took a little old battered 
tin plate from where it stuck beneath the rough thatch, 
giving it a rub on the tail of his jacket. 

"Like hedgehog?" he said grimly. 

" No," I cried with a look of disgust. 

"You ain't tasted it," he said, growing wonderfully 
conversational as he took a hand-bill from a nail where 
it hung. 

Then, kneeling down before the fire, he gave the hard 
clay ball a sharp blow with the hand-bill, making it crack 
right across and fall open, showing the little animal 
steaming hot and evidently done, the bristly skin adher- 
ing to the clay shell that had just been broken, so that 
there was no difficulty in turning it out upon the tin 
plate, the shell in two halves being cast upon the fire, 
where the interior began to burn. 

It seemed very horrible ! 

It seemed very nice ! 

I thought in opposite directions in the following mo- 
ments, and all the time my nose was being assailed by a 
very savoury odour, for the cookery smelt very good. 

"You wont have none — will you?" said Shock, without 
looking at me. 

"No," I said shortly; "it isn't good to eat. You might 
as well eat rats." 

"I like rats," he replied, coolly taking out his knife 
from one pocket, a piece of bread from the other; and to 
my horror he rapidly ate up the hedgehog, throwing the 
bones on the fire as he picked them, and ending by rub- 
bing the tin plate over with a bit of old gardener's apron 
which he took from the wall. 

" Well," I said sarcastically, " was it nice ? " 

" Bewrle ! " he said, giving his lips a smack and then sighing. 
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"Did you say you eat rats?" I continued. 

"Yes." 

"And mice too?" 

"No; there ain't nuffin' on 'em— they're all bones." 

" Do you eat anything else ? " 

« Snails." 

"Yes, I've seen you eat the nasty slimy things." 

"They ain't nasty slimy things; they're good." 

"Do you eat anything else?" 

" Birds." 

"What?" I said. 

"Birds — blackbirds, and thrushes, and sparrers, and 
starlings. Ketches 'em in traps like I do the rats." 

"But do you really eat rats?" 

"Yes — them as comes after the apples in the loft and 
after the corn. They are good." 

"But don't you get enough to eat at home?" I asked 
him. 

"Home! — what, here?" 

" No, I mean your home." 

"What, where I sleeps? Sometimes." 

" But you're not obliged to eat these things. Does Mr. 
Brownsmith know?" 

" Oh ! yes, he knows. I like 'em. I eat frogs once. 
Ain't fish good ? I ketch 'em in the medders." 

"Where you saved me when I was drowning?" I said 
hastily. 

Shock turned his face away from me and knelt there, 

throwing scraps of wood, cinder, and dirt into the fire, 
with his head bent down; and though I tried in all kinds 
of ways to get him to speak again, not a single word 
would he say. 

I gave him up as a bad job at last and left him. 

That night, just before going to bed, Old Brownsmith 
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sent me out to one of the packing-sheds to fetch the 
slate, which had been forgotten. It was dark and star- 
light, for the wind had risen and the rain had been swept 

away. 

I found the slate after fumbling a little about the 
bench, and was on my way back to the door of the long 
packing-shed when I heard a curious rustling in the loft 
overhead, followed by a thump on the board as if some- 
thing had fallen, and then a heavy breathing could be 
heard — a regular heavy breathing that was almost a 
snore. 

For a few moments I stood listening, and then, feeling 
very uncomfortable, I stole out, ran into the house, and 
stood before Old Brownsmith with the slate. 
Anything the matter?" he said. 
There's someone up in the loft over the packing-shed 

asleep," I said hoarsely. 

"In the loft!" he said quickly. "Oh! it is only Shock. 
He often sleeps there. You'll find his nest in amongst 
the Russia mats." 

Surely enough, when I had the curiosity next morning 
to go up the ladder and look in the loft, there was Shock's 
nest deep down amongst the mats that were used to cover 
the frames in the frosty spring, and some of these were 
evidently used to cover him up. 

I came down, thinking that if I were Old Brownsmith 
I should make Master Shock go to his lodging and sleep 
of a night, and try whether I could not make him live 
like a Christian, and not go about feeding on snails and 
hedgehogs and other odds and ends that he picked up in 
the fields. 






CHAPTER XIL 



AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT. 




OR the next fortnight we were all very busy 
picking and packing fruit, and Ike was off 
every night about eleven or twelve with his 
load, coming back after market in the morn- 
ing, and only doing a little work in the garden of an 
afternoon, and seeing to the packing ready for a fresh 
start in the night. 

The weather was glorious, and the pears came on so 

fast that Shock and I were always picking so that they 

might not be too ripe. 

It was a delightful time, for the novelty having gone 
off I was able to do my work with ease. I did not try 
to move the ladder any more, so I had no accident of that 
kind; and though I slipped once or twice, I was able to 
save myself, and began to feel quite at home up in the 
trees. 

Every now and then if Shock was anywhere near he 
played some monkey trick or another. His idea evidently 
was to frighten me by seeming to fall or by hanging by 
hand or leg. But he never succeeded now, for I knew 
him too well; and though I admired his daring at times, 
when he threw himself backwards on the ladder and slid 
down head foremost clinging with his legs, I did not run 
to his help. 

In spite of the conversation I had had with him in the 
shed, we were no better friends next time we met, or 
rather when we nearly met, for whenever he saw me 
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coming he turned his back and went off in another direc- 
tion. 

As I said, a fortnight had passed, and the fruit-picking 
was at its height as far as pears and apples went, when 
one night, after a very hot day, when the cart was wait- 
ing in the yard, loaded up high with bushel and half- 
bushel baskets, and the horse was enjoying his corn, and 
rattling his chain by the manger, I left Old Brownsmith 
smoking his pipe and reading a seed-list, and strolled out 
into the garden. 

It was a starlight night, and very cool and pleasant, as 
I went down one of the paths and then back along 
another, trying to make out the blossoms of the nastur- 
tiums that grew so thickly along the borders just where 
I was. 

The air smelt so sweet and fresh that it seemed to do 
me good, but I was thinking that I must be getting back 
into the house and up to my bed, when the fancy took 
me that I should like to go down the path as far as Mrs. 
Beeton's house, and look at the window where I used to 
sit when Shock pelted me with clay. 

The path was made with ashes, so that my footsteps 
were very quiet, and as I walked in the shadow of a large 
row of pear-trees I was almost invisible. In fact I could 
hardly see my own hand. 

All at once I stopped short, for I heard a peculiar 
scratching noise and a whispering, and, though I could 
hardly distinguish anything, I was perfectly sure that 
somebody had climbed to the top of the wall, and was 
sitting there with a leg over our side, for I heard it rust- 
ling amongst the plum boughs. 

"It's all right," was whispered; and then there was more 
scuffling, and it seemed to me that some one else had 
climbed up. 
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Then another and another, and then they seemed to 
pull up another one, so that I believed there were five 
people on the wall. 

Then came some whispering, and I felt sure that they 
were boys, for one said : 

" Now, then, all together I" in a boyish voice, when there 
was a lot of rustling and scratching, and I could hear 
the plum-tree branches trained to the wall torn down, one 
breaking right off, as the intruders dropped over into our 
garden. 

For the moment I was puzzled. Then I knew what it 
meant, and a flush of angry indignation came into my 
cheeks. 

"Boys after our pears!" I said to myself as my fists 
clenched. For I had become so thoroughly at home at 
Old Brownsmith 's that everything seemed to belong to 
me, and I felt it was my duty to defend it. 

I listened to make sure, and heard a lot of whispering 
going on as the marauders crossed the path I was on, 
rustled by amongst the gooseberry bushes, and went 
farther into the garden. 

"They're after the Marie Louise pears," I thought; 

and I was about to run and shout at them, for I knew 
that would startle them away; but on second thoughts I 
felt as if I should like to catch some of them, and turn- 
ing, I ran softly back up the path, meaning to tell Mr. 
Brownsmith. 

But before I had reached the end of the path another 
idea had occurred to ma Old Brownsmith would not be 
able to catch one of the boys, but Shock would if he was 
up in the loft, and in the hope that he was sleeping there 
I ran to the foot of the steps, scrambled up, and pushing 
back the door, which was only secured with a big wooden 
latch, I crept in as cautiously as I could. 
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"Shock!" I whispered. "Shock! Are you here?" 

I listened, but there was not a sound. 

"Shock!" I whispered again. " Shock!" 

" If yer don't go I'll heave the hay-fork at yer," came 
in a low angry voice 

"No, no: don't," I said. " I want you. Come on, and 
bring a big stick : there's some boys stealing the pears." 

There was a rustle and a scramble, and Shock was by 
my side, more full of life and excitement than I had ever 
noticed him before. 

"Pears?" he whispered hoarsely; "arter the pears? 
Where? Where are they?" 

He kept on the move, making for the door and coming 
back, and behaving altogether like a dog full of expecta- 
tion of a rush after some wild creature in a hunt. 

"Be quiet or we sha'n't catch them," I whispered. 
Some boys have climbed over the wall, and are after the 
Marie Louise pears." 

He stopped short suddenly. 

"Yah!" he cried, " they ain't. It's your larks." 

" You stupid fellow ! I tell you they are." 

" Mary Louisas ain't ripe," he cried. 

" Don't care ; they've gone after them. Come, and bring 
a stick." 

" Fain larks," he said dubiously. 

"Just as if I would play tricks with you!" I cried im- 
patiently. 

"No, you wouldn't, would yer?" he said hoarsely. 
" Wouldn't be hard on a chap. Stop a minute." 

He rustled off amongst the straw, and I heard a rattling 
noise and then a chuckle, and Shock was back to hand 
me a stick as thick as my finger. 

" Hezzles," he whispered — " nut hezzle. Come along. 
You go first." 
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Though I had roused Shock out of bed he had no dress- 
ing to do, and following me down the ladder he walked 
quickly after me down one of the paths, then to the right 
along another till we came to a corner, when we both 
stopped and listened. 

Shock began to hiss very softly, as if he were a steam- 
engine with the vapour escaping from the safety-valve, 
as we heard, about fifty yards from us, the rustling of the 
pear-trees, the heavy shake of a bough, and then through 
the pitchy darkness whop! whop! whop! whop! as the 
pears fell on to the soft ground. 

" You go this way," I whispered to Shock, " and 111 go 
that way, and then we'll rush in and catch them." 

" Yes," he said back. " Hit hard, and mind and get hold 
o' the bag," 

We were separating when he caught hold of my arm. 

" 'Old 'ard," he whispered. " Let's rush 'em together." 

In the darkness perhaps his was the better plan. At 
all events we adopted it, and taking hold of hands we 
advanced on tiptoe trembling with expectation, our sticks 
grasped, and every now and then the pendent branches of 
some tree rustling in and sweeping our faces. And all the 
time, just in front, we could hear the hurried shaking of 
boughs, the fall of the pears, and tittering and whispering 
as the party seemed to be picking up the spoil. 

" We shall have too many," whispered a voice just be- 
fore us. 

a Never mind; let's fill the bag. Go it, boys." 

"Hsh! Some one '11 hear." 

"Not they. Goon. Here's a bough loaded. Oh, I say!" 

Shock gave my hand a nip to which I responded, and 
then all at once from under the tree where we stood we 
made a rush at the indistinct figures we could sometimes 
make out a few yards away. 

( 289 ) i 
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Whish, rush, whack ! 

" I say what are you doing of?" 

" Oh ! " 

"Run! "run!" 

"Oh!" 

These ejaculations were mingled with the blows dealt 
by our sticks, several of which fell upon heads, backs, 
legs, and arms, anywhere, though more struck the trees; 
and in the excitement one I delivered did no end of mis- 
chief to a young pear-tree, and brought down a shower of 
fruit upon my head. 

It was all the work of a few moments. At the first the 
marauding party thought it was some trick of a com- 
panion; directly after they scattered and ran, under the 
impression that Old Brownsmith and all his men were in 
pursuit. 

As for me, I felt red-hot with excitement, and found 
myself after a dash through some gooseberry bushes, 
whose pricking only seemed to give me fresh energy, 
running along a path after one boy at whom I kept 
cutting with my hazel stick. 

At every stroke there was a howl from the boy, who 
kept on shouting as he ran: 

"Oh! please, sir — oh! sir — don't, sir — oh! pray, sir!" 

In my hard-heartedness and excitement I showed no 
mercy, but every time I got near enough as we panted on 
I gave him a sharp cut, and he would have been punished 
far worse if all at once I had not run right into a hanging 
bough of one of the pears, and gone down backwards, 
while when I scrambled up again my stick was gone. 

I felt that if I waited to search for it I should lose the 
boy I meant to make a prisoner, and ran on in the direc- 
tion where I could hear his steps. 

Knowing the garden as I did I was able to make a cut 
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so as to recover the lost ground, for I realized that he was 
making for the wall, and I was just in time to catch him 
as he scrambled up one of the trained trees, and had his 
chest on the top. 

He would have been over in another second or two had 
I not made a jump at his legs, one of which I caught, and 
twisting my arms round it I held on with all my might. 

"Oh! oh!" he yelled pitifully. "Pray let me go, sir. 
Ill never come no more, sir. Help! oh my! help!" 

" Come down," I panted as well as I could for want of 
breath, "come down!" and I gave the leg I held a tre- 
mendous shake. 

" Oh! — oh! Pray let me go this time, sir." 

" Come down," I cried again fiercely, and I nearly 
dragged him from the wall, as I held on with all my 
might. 

" No, sir! oh, sir! It wasn't me, sir. It was — oh, please 
let me go!" 

The voice sounded as if it were on the outside of the 
wall, as my captive hung by his elbows and chest, while 
I could feel the leg I held quiver and tremble as I tugged 
hard to get its owner down into the garden; but distant 
and muffled as that voice was, it seemed familiar when it 
yelled again: 

"Oh! pray let me go this time, sir." 

" No," I shouted, as I gave the leg a snatch and hung 
on. " Come down, you thieving rascal, come down." 

"Why, it's you, is it?" came from the top of the wall, 
a little plainer now. 

"What! George Day!" I exclaimed, but without relax- 
ing my hold. 

Oh, you sneak!" he cried, "Let go, will you." 
No," I cried stoutly. " Come down." 

" Sha'n't. It ain't your place. Let go, you sneak." 
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" I sha'n't," I cried angrily. " Come down, you thief." 

" If you call me a thief I'll come down and half smash 

you. Let go]" 

His courage returned as he found out who was his 

captor, and he kicked out savagely, but I held on. 

" Do you hear?" he cried. " Here, let go, and I'll give 
you a fourpenny piece out of my next pocket-money." 

" You come down to Mr. Brownsmith," I cried. 

"Get out! You know who I am: George Day." 

" I know you're a thief, and I shall take you up to Mr. 
Brownsmith," I said, " and here he comes." 

" If you don't let go," he cried with a sudden access of 
fury, " 111 just come down and I'll — " 

He did not finish his threat. I daresay it would have 
been something very dreadful, but I was not in the least 
frightened as I held on; but as he clung to the big quaint 
coping of the wall he suddenly gave two or three such 
tremendous kicks that one of them, aided by his getting 
his free foot on my shoulder, was given with such force 
that I was driven backwards, and after staggering a few 
steps, caught my heel and came down in a sitting position 
upon the path. 

I leaped to my feet again, but only just in time to hear 
a scuffling noise on the top of the wall, the sound of some 
one dropping on the other side, and then pat, pat, pat t 
steps fast repeated, as my prisoner ran away. 

"Ah!" I exclaimed, with a stamp of the foot in my 
disappointment. 

"Chiv-ee! Why, ho! Where are yer?" 

"Here, Shock!" I cried in answer to the shout on my 
right, and the boy came running up. 

" Got him?" 

u No," I replied. " He climbed up the wall and kicked 
me backwards. Didn't you catch one?" 
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" No. They skiddled off like rabbuts, and the one I 
tried to run down dodged me in the dark, and when I 
heerd him he was close up to the fence t'other side, and 
got away. Didn't I give it some of 'em though!" 

" Oh ! I do wish we had caught one," I exclaimed; and 
then I felt as if I did not wish so, especially as the boy 
I had chased was George Day. 

" They didn't get the pears," said Shock suddenly; and 
now it struck me that we had suddenly grown to be 

wonderfully talkative, and the best of friends. 

"No/' I replied, "I don't think they got the pears. 
Let's go and see." 

We trudged off, I for my part feeling very stiff, and as 
if all the excitement had gone out of the adventure; and 
in a minute we were feeling about under the pear-trees, 
and kicking against fallen fruit. 

" Here she is," said Shock suddenly. " Big bag. Stodge 
full." 

I ran to him, and was in the act of passing my hands 
over the bulging bag when I uttered a faint cry of horror, 
for something soft seemed to have dropped upon my 
back, and a voice from out of the darkness exclaimed: 

" What are you boys doing here?" 

At the same moment I knew that it was one of the 
cats that had leaped upon my back, and Old Brownsmith 
who was speaking. 

" We have been after some boys who were stealing the 
pears, sir," I said. 

" Were they?" cried the old man sternly; " and I've come 
and caught them. You, Shock, bring that bag up to the door." 

Shock seized and shouldered the bag, and we followed 
the old gentleman to the house; but though I spoke two 
or three times he made no reply, and I felt too much hurt 
by his suspicions to say more. 
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There was a large house lantern alight in the kitchen, 
as if the old gentleman had been about to bring it down 
the garden with him and had altered his mind, and the 
first thing he did was to open the lantern, take out the 
candle in his fingers, and hold it up so as to look at each 
of us in turn, frowning and suspicious, while we shrank 

and half-closed our eyes, dazzled by the light. 

Then he turned his attention to the big bag which 
Shock had placed upon the table, the top of which opened 
out, and a pear or two rolled upon the floor as soon as it 
was released. 

"Humph! Pillow-case, eh?" said the old man, and his 
face brightened as if the suspicion was being cleared 
away. " Who heard 'em?" 

" I did, sir," I cried; and I told him how I had wakened 
up Shock, and of our fight; but I did not mention George 
Day's name, and I did not mean to do so unless I was 
asked, for it seemed to be so shocking for a boy like that 

to be charged with stealing fruit. 

"Humph! Ought to have caught some of the dogs! 
but I say, did you hit 'em hard?" 

" As hard as I could, sir," I replied innocently. 

"Hah! aha! That's right. Young scoundrels. Spoilt 
a basket of pears that were not ripe. Young dogs! I'll 
put glass bottles all along the walls, and see how they like 
that. There, be off to bed." 

I hesitated. 

"Well," he said, "what is it?" 

" You don't think it was I who went to steal the pears, 
sir?" I said uneasily. 

" My good boy, no ! " he said. ' ( Pooh ! nonsense ! Looked 
like it at first. Caught you dirty-handed. Good night!" 

He turned away, and I ran into the yard, where Shock 
was slowly going back to his hole in the straw. 
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"Good night, Shock!" I said. 

He stopped without turning round, and did not reply. 
It was as if the sulky morose fit had come over him again, 
but it did not last, for he half turned his head and said: 

" I hit one on 'em such a crack on the nut." 



Then he went to the ladder and climbed up into the 
loft, and I stood listening to him as he nestled down in 
amongst the straw. Then Old Browns mi th came to the 
back-door with the lantern and called me in to go up to 
my room. 




CHAPTER XIII. 



LEAKNING MY LESSONS. 




EXT morning the old gentleman talked at 
break fast- time about the police, and having 
the young scoundrels sent to prison. Directly 
after, he went down the garden with me and 
nine cats, to inspect the damages, and when he saw the 
trampling and breaking of boughs he stroked a tom-cat 
and made it purr, while he declared fiercely that he 
would not let an hour pass without having the young 
dogs punished. 

" They shall be caught and sent to prison," he cried. 
" Poor old Sammy then. — I'll have em severely punished, 

the young depredators. — Grant, you'd better get a sharp 
knife and a light ladder, and cut off those broken boughs 
— the young villains — and tell Ike to bring a big rake 
and smooth out these footmarks. No; I'll tell him. 
You get the knife. I shall go to the police at once." 

I cut out the broken boughs, and Ike brought down 
the ladder for me and smoothed over the footmarks, 
chatting about the events of the past night the while. 

" He won't get no police to work, my lad, not he. 
Forget all about it directly. Makes him a bit raw, o' 
course," said Ike, smoothing away with the rake. "Haw! 
haw! haw! Think o' you two leathering of 'em. I wish 
I'd been here, 'stead of on the road to London. Did you 
hit 'em hard?" 

" Hard as I could," I said. " I think Shock and I pun- 
ished them enough." 



A VISIT FROM MY UNCLES. 137 

" So do I. So do he. Eare and frightened they was 
too. Why, o' course boys will steal apples. I dunno 
how it is, but they always would, and will." 

" But these were pears," I said. 

"All the same, only one's longer than t'other. Apples 
and pears. He won't do nothing/' 

Ike was right, for the matter was soon forgotten, and 
Mrs. Dodley his housekeeper used the pillow-case as a 
bag for clothes-pegs. 

Those were bright and pleasant days, for though now 
and then some trouble came like a cloud over my life 
there was more often plenty of sunshine to clear that 
cloud away. 

My uncles came to see me, first one and then the other, 
and they had very long talks with Mr. Brownsmith. 

One of them told me I was a very noble boy, and that 
he was proud of me. He said he was quite sure I should 
turn out a man. 

" Talks to the boy as if he felt he might turn out a 
woman," Old Brownsmith grumbled after he was gone. 

It was some time after before the other came, and he 
looked me all over as if he were trying to find a hump or 
a crooked rib. Then he said it was all right, and that I 
could not do better. 

One of them said when he went away that he should 
not lose sight of me, but remember me now and then; 
and when he had gone Old Brownsmith said, half aloud: 

"Thank goodness, I never had no uncles!" 

Then he gave me a comical look, but turned serious 
directly. 

" Look here, Grant," he said. "Some folk start life with 
their gardens already dug up and planted, some begin 
with their bit of ground all rough, and some begin with- 
out any land at all. Which do you belong to?" 
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" The last, sir," I said. 



"Right! Well, I suppose you are not going to wait 
for one uncle to take a garden for you and the other to 
dig it up?" 

" No," I said sturdily; " I shall work for myself." 

" Right! I don't like boys to be cocky and impudent; 
but I like a little self-dependence." 

As the time went on, Old Brownsmith taught me how 
to bud roses and prune, and, later on, to graft. He used 
to encourage me to ask questions, and I must have pes- 
tered him sometimes, but he never seemed weary. 

"It's quite right," he used to say; "the boy who asks ques- 
tions learns far more than the one who is simply taught." 

"Why, sir?" I said. 

"Well, 111 tell you. He has got his bit of ground 
ready, and is waiting for the seed or young plant to be 
popped in. Then it begins to grow at once. Don't you 
see this; he has half -learned what he wants to know in 
the desire he feels. That desire is satisfied when he is 
told, and the chances are that he never forgets. Now 
you say to me — What is the good of pruning or cutting this 
plum-tree? I'll tell you." 

We were standing in front of the big red brick wall 
one bright winter's day, for the time had gone by very 
quickly, Old Brownsmith had a sharp knife in his 
hand, and I was holding the whetstone and a thin-bladed 
saw that he used to cut through the thicker branches. 

" Now look here, Grant. Here's this plum-tree, and if 
you look at it you will see that there are two kinds of 
wood in it." 



"Two kinds of wood, sir?" 
"Yes. Can't you tell the difference?" 
"No, sir; only that some of the shoots are big and 
strong, and some are little and twiggy." 
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" Exactly : that is the difference, my lad. Well, can 
you see any more difference in the shoots?" 

I looked for some moments, and then replied: 

" Yes ; these big shoots are long and smooth and 
straight, and the little twiggy ones are all over sharp points." 
Then as there is too much wood there, which had 
we better cut out. What should you do ?" 

"Cut out the scrubby little twigs, and nail up these 
nice long shoots. 

"That's the way, Grant! Now you'll know more 
about pruning after this than Shock has learned in two 
years. Look here, my lad; you've fallen into every- 
body's mistake, as a matter of course. Those fine long 
shoots will grow into big branches; those little twigs 
with the points, as you call them, are fruit spurs, covered 
with blossom buds. If I cut them out I should have no 
plums next year, but a bigger and a more barren tree. 
No, my boy, I don't want to grow wood, but fruit. Look 
here." 

I looked, and he cut out with clean, sharp strokes all 
those long shoots but one, carefully leaving the wood and 
bark smooth, while to me it seemed as if he were cutting 
half the tree away. 

" You've left one, sir," I said. 

"Yes, Grant, I've left one; and I'll show you why. 
Do you see this old hard bough?" 

I nodded. 

"Well, this one has done its work, so I'm going to cut it 
out, and let this young shoot take its place." 

"But it has no fruit buds on it," I said quickly. 

"No, Grant; but it will have next year; and that's one 
thing we gardeners always have to do with stone-fruit 
trees — keep cutting out the old wood and letting the 
young shoots take the old branches' place." 



140 THE USES OF LIGHT AND AIR. 

. "Why, sir?" I asked. 

"Because old branches bear small fruit, young branches 
bear large, and large fruit is worth more than twice as 
much as small. Give me the saw." 

I handed him the thin-bladed saw, and he rapidly cut 
out the old hard bough, close down to the place where it 
branched from the dumpy trunk, and then, handing me 
the tool, he knelt down on a pad of carpet he carried in 
his tremendous pocket. 

"Now look here/' he said; and taking his sharp prun- 
ing-knife he cut off every mark of the saw. and trimmed 
the bark, 

I looked on attentively till he had ended, 

"Well," he said, "ain't you going to ask why I did 
that ? " 



"I know, sir," I said. "To make it neat." 

"Only partly right, Grant. I've cut that off smoothly 
so that no rain may lodge and rot the place before the 
wound has had time to heal." 

"And will it heal, sir?" 

"Yes, Grant. In time Nature will spread a ring of 
bark round that, which will thicken and close in till the 
place is healed completely over." 

Then he busily showed me the use of the saw and 
knife among the big standard trees, using them liberally 
to get rid of all the scrubby, crowded, useless branches 
that lived upon the strength of the tree and did no work, 
only kept out the light, air, and sunshine from those that 
did work and bear fruit. 

"Why it almost seems, sir/' I said one day, "as if 
Nature had made the trees so badly that anan was ob- 
liged to improve them." 

"Ah, I'm glad to hear you say that, my lad," he said; 
"but you are not right. I'm only a gardener, but I've 
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noticed these things a great deal. Nature is not a bung- 
ler. She gives us apple and plum trees, and they grow 
and bear fruit in a natural and sufficient way. It is 
because man wants them to bear more and bigger fruit, 
and for more to grow on a small piece of ground than 
Nature would plant, that man has to cut and prune." 

" But suppose Nature planted a lot of trees on a small 
piece of ground," I said, " what then ?" 

" What then, Grant ? Why, for a time they'd grow up 
thin and poor and spindly, till one of them made a start 
and overtopped the others. Then it would go on grow- 
ing, and the others would dwindle and die away." 

The time glided on, and I kept learning the many little 
things about the place pretty fast. As the months went 
on I became of some use to my employer over his accounts, 
and by degrees pretty well knew his position. 

It seemed that he had been a widower for many years, 
and Mrs. Dodley, the housekeeper and general servant all 
in one, confided to me one day that "Missus's" bonnets 
and shawls and gowns were all hanging up in their 
places just as they had been left by Mrs. Brownsmith. 

" Which it's a dead waste, Master Grant," she used to 
finish by saying, " as there's several as I know would be 
glad to have 'em; but as to that — Lor' bless yer!" 

It was not often that Mrs. Dodley spoke, but when she 
did it was to inveigh against some oppression or trouble. 

Candles were a great burden to the scrupulously clean 
woman. 

" Tens I says/' she confided to me one day, " but he will 
have eights, and what's the consequence? If I want to 
do a bit of extry needle- work I might light up two tens, 
but I should never have the heart to burn two eights at 
once, for extravagance I can't abear. Ah! he's a hard 
master, and I'm sorry for you, my dear." 
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"Why?" I said. 

"Ah! you'll find out some day," she said, shaking her 
head and then bustling oil' to her work. 

I had not much companionship, for Ike was generally 
too busy to say a word, and though after the pear adven- 
ture Shock did nothing more annoying to me than to 
stand now and then upon his head, look at me upside 
down, and point and spar at me with his toes, we seemed 
to get to be no better friends. 

He took to that trick all at once one day in a soft bit 
of newly dug earth. He was picking up stones, and I 
was sticking fresh labels at the ends of some rows of 
plants, when all at once he uttered a peculiar monkey- 
like noise, down went his head, up went his heels, and 
I stared in astonishment at first and then turned my 
back. 

This always annoyed Shock; but one day when he 
stood up after his quaint fashion I was out of temper 
and had a bad headache, so I ran to him, and he struck 

at me with his feet, just as if they had been hands, only 
he could not have doubled them up. I was too quick for 
him though, and with a push drove him down. 

He jumped up again directly and repeated the per- 
formance. 

I knocked him down angrily. 

He stood up again. 

I knocked him down again. 

And so on, again and again, when he turned and ran 
off laughing, and I went on with my work, vexed with 
myself for having shown temper. 

Every now and then a fit of low spirits used to attack 
me. It was generally on washing-days, when Mrs. Dod- 
ley filled the place with steam early in the morning by. 
lighting the copper fire, and then seeming to be making 
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calico puddings to boil and send an unpleasant soapy- 
odour through the house. 

Doors and chair backs were so damp and steamy then 
that I used to be glad to go out and see Shock, whom I 
often used to find right away in the little shed indulging 
in a bit of cookery of his own. 

If Shock's hands had been clean I could often have 
joined him in his feasts, but I never could fancy turnips 
boiled in a dirty old sauce-pan, nor tender bits of cabbage 
stump. I made up my mind that I would some day try 
snails, but when I did join Shock on a soaking wet 
morning when there was no gardening, and he invited 
me in his sulky way to dinner, the only times I partook 
of his fare were on chat days. 

What are chat days? Why, the days when he used to 
have a good fire of wood and stumps, and roast the chats, 
as they called the little refuse potatoes too small for seed, 
in the ashes. 

They were very nice, though there was not much in 
one. Still they were hot and floury, and not bad with a 

bit of salt. 

Wet days, though, were always a trouble to me, and I 
used to feel a kind of natural sympathy with Mr. Brown- 
smith as he set his men jobs in the sheds, and kept walk- 
ing to the doors to see if the rain had ceased. 

" That's one thing I should like to have altered in 
nature," he said to me with one of his dry comical looks. 
" I should like the rain to come down in the night, my 
boy, so as to leave the day free for work. Always work, 

eh?" 

" I like it, sir," I said. 

" No, you don't, you young impostor I" he cried. " You 
want to be playing with tops or marbles, or at football or 
something." 
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I shook my head. 
"You do, you dog!" he cried. 
I shook my head again. 

" No, sir," I said; " I like learning all about the plants 
and the pruning. Ike showed me on some dead wood the 

other day how to graft, 

"Ah, I'll show you how to do it on live wood some day. 
There's a lot more things I should like to show you, but 
IVe no glass." 

" No," I said; " I've often wished we had a microscope." 

"A what, Grant?" 

" Microscope, sir, to look at the blight and the veins in 

the plants' leaves." 

"No, no; I mean greenhouses and forcing-houses, where 
fruit and vegetables and flowers are brought on early: but 
wait a bit." 

I did wait a bit, and went on learning, getting imper- 
ceptibly to know a good deal about gardening, and so a 
couple of years slipped away, when one day I was super- 
intending the loading of the cart after seeing that it was 
properly supported with trestles. Ike was seated astride 
one of the large baskets as if it were a saddle, and taking 
off his old hat he began to indulge in a good scratch at 
his head. 

"Lookye here," he exclaimed suddenly, " why don't you 
go to market?" 

"Too young," I said, with a feeling of eagerness flashing 
through me." 

"Not you," he said slowly, as he looked down at me 
and seemed to measure me with his eye as one of my 
uncles did. " There's a much littler boy than you goes 
with one of the carts, and I see him cutting about the 
market with a book under his arm, looking as chuff as a 
pea on a shovel. He arn't nothing to you. Come along 
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o' me. I'll take an old coat for wrapper, and you'll be as 
right as the mail You ask him. He'll let you come." 

Ike was wrong, for when I asked Old Brownsmith s 
leave he shook his head. 

" No, no, boy. You're too young yet. Best in bed." 

" Too partickler by half," Ike growled when I let him 
know the result of my asking. He's jealous, that's what 
he is. Wants to keep you all to hisself. Not as I wants 
you. 'Tain't to please me. You're young and wants 
eddicating; well, you wants night eddication as well as 
day eddication. What do you know about the road to 
London of a night?" 

"Nothing at all, Ike?" I said with a sigh. 

"Scholard as you are too," growled Ike. "Why, my 
figgering and writing arn't even worth talking about with 
a pen, though I am good with chalk, but even I know the 
road to London." 

" He'll let me go some day," I said. 

"Some day!" cried Ike in a tone of disgust. "Any one 
could go by day. It's some night's the time. Ah! it is a 
pity, much as you've got to learn too. There's the riding 
up with the stars over your heads, and the bumping of 
the cart, and the bumping and rattle of other carts, as you 
can hear a mile away on a still night before and behind 
you, and then the getting on to the stones." 

" On to the stones, Ike?" I said. 

" Yes, of course, on to the paving-stones, and the getting 
into the market and finding a good pitch, and the selling 
off in the morning. Ah ! it would be a treat for you, my 
lad. I'm sorry for yer." 

Ike's sorrow lasted, and I grew quite uneasy at last 
through being looked down upon with so much contempt; 
but, as is often the case, I had leave when I least ex- 
pected it. 

< 2S9 ) 
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We had been very busy cutting, bunching, and packing 
flowers one day, when all at once Old Brownsmith came 
and looked at my slate with the total of the flower 
baskets set down side by side with the tale of the straw- 
berry baskets, for it was in the height of the season. 



" Big load to-night, Grant," the old gentleman said. 

"Yes, sir ; largest load you've sent up this year," I replied, 
in all my newly-fledged importance as a young clerk. 

" You had better go up with Ike to-night, Grant," said 
the old man suddenly. " You are big enough now, and a 
night out wont hurt you. Here, Ike!" 

" Yes, master." 

" You'll want a little help to-morrow morning to stand 
by you in the market. Will you have Shock?" 

" Yes, master, he's the very thing, if you'll send some 
one to hold him, or lend me a dog-collar and chain." 

" Don't be an idiot, Ike," said Old Brownsmith sharply. 

" No, master." 

" Would you rather have this boy?" 

"Would I rather? Just hark at him!" 

Ike looked round at me as if this was an excellent joke, 

but Old Brownsmith took it as being perfectly serious, 

and gave Ike a series of instructions about taking care 

of me." 

" Of course you will not go to a public-house on the 
road." 

"'Tain't likely," growled Ike, "less he gets leading me 
astray and takes me there." 

" There's a coffee-shop in Great Russell Street where 
you can get your breakfasts." 

"Lookye here, master," growled Ike in an ill-humoured 
voice, "ain't I been to market afore?" 

" I shall leave him in your charge, Ike, and expect you 
to take care of him." 
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"Oh, all right, master!" said Ike, and then the old gen- 
tleman gave me a nod and walked away. 

"At last, Ike!" I cried. "Hurrah! Why, what's the 

matter?" 

"What's the matter?" said Ike in tones of disgust; 
"why, everything's the matter. Here, let's have a look at 
you, boy. Yes," he continued, turning me round, and as 
if talking to himself, " it is a boy. Any one to hear him 
would have thought it was a sugar-stick." 






CHAPTER XIV. 



A NIGHT JOURNEY. 
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T seemed to me as if starting-time would never 
come, and I fidgeted in and out from the 
kitchen to the stable to see if Ike had come 
back, while Mrs. Dodley kept on shaking her 
head at me in a pitying way. 

" Hadn't you better give it up, my dear?" she said dole- 
fully. " Out all night! It'll be a trying time. 

"What nonsense!" I said. "Why, sailors have to keep 
watch of a night regularly," 

" When the stormy wynds do blow," said Mrs. Dodley 
with something between a sniff and a sob. " Does Mrs. 
Beeton know you are going ? " 
" No/' I said stoutly. 

"My poor orphan bye," she said with a real sob. "Don't 
— don't go." 

"Why, Mrs. Dodley," I cried, "any one would think I 
was a baby. 

"Here, Grant," cried Mr. Brownsmith, "hadn't you 
better lie down for an hour or two. You've plenty of 

time. 
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"No, sir," I said stoutly; "I couldn't sleep if I did." 

" Well, then, come and have some supper." 

That I was quite willing to have, and I sat there, with 

the old gentleman looking at me every now and then with 

a smile. 

" You will not feel so eager as this next time, Master 

Grant." 
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At last I heard the big latch rattle on the gate, and 
started up in the greatest excitement. Old Brownsmith 
gave me a nod, and as I passed through the kitchen Mrs. 
Dodley looked at me with such piteous eyes and so 
wrinkled a forehead that I stopped. 

"Why, what's the matter?" I asked. 

"Oh, don't ask me, my dear, don't ask me. What could 
master he a-thinking!" 

Her words filled me with so much dread that I hurried 
out into the yard, hardly knowing which I feared most — 
to go, or to be forced to stay at home, for the adventure 
through the dark hours of the night began to seem to be 
something far more full of peril than I had thought a ride 
up to market on the cart would prove. 

The sight of Ike, however, made me forget the looks of 
Mrs. Dodley, and I was soon busy with him in the stable 
— that is to say, I held the lantern while he harnessed 
"Basket," the great gaunt old horse whom I had so nick- 
named on account of the way in which his ribs stuck out 
through his skin. 

" You don't give him enough to eat, Ike," I said. 

" Not give him enough to eat ! " he replied. " Wo ho, 
Bonyparty, shove yer head through. That's the way. 
Not give him enough to eat, my lad! Lor' bless you, the 
more he eats the thinner he gets. He finds the work too 
hard for him grinding his oats, for he's got hardly any 
teeth worth anything." 

" Is he so old, then ?" I asked, as I saw collar and hames 
and the rest of the heavy harness adjusted. 

" Old! I should just think he is, my lad. Close upon 
two hunderd I should say's his age." 

"Nonsense!" I said; "horses are very old indeed at 
twenty/' 

"Some horses; but he was only a baby then. He's the 
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oldest horse as ever was, and about the best; ain't you, 
Basket? Come along, old chap." 

The horse gave a bit of a snort and followed the man 
in a slow deliberate way, born of custom, right out into 
the yard to where the trestle-supported cart stood. Then 
as I held the lantern the great bony creature turned 
and backed itself clumsily in between the shafts, and 
under the great framework ladder piled up with baskets 
till its tail touched the front of the cart, when it heaved 
a long sigh as if of satisfaction. 

"Look at that!" said Ike; "no young horse couldn't 
have done that, my lad;" and as if to deny the assertion, 
Basket gave himself a shake which made the chains of 
his harness rattle. " Steady, old man," cried Ike as he 
hooked on the chains to the shaft, and then going to the 
other side he started. "Hullo! what are you doing here?" 
he cried, and the light fell upon Shock, who had busily 
fastened the chains on the other side. 

He did not speak, but backed off into the darkness. 

"Got your coat, squire?" cried Ike. " That's well. 
Open the gates, Shock. That's your sort. Now, then, 
r Basket,' steady." 

The horse made the chains rattle as he stuck the edges 
of his hoofs into the gravel, the wheels turned, the great 
axle-tree rattled; there was a swing of the load to left 
and another to right, a bump or two, and we were out in the 
lane, going steadily along upon a lovely starlight night. 

As soon as we were clear of the yard, and Shock could 
be heard closing the gates and rattling up the bar, Ike 
gave his long cart- whip three tremendous cracks, and I 
expected to see "Basket" start off in a lumbering trot; 
but he paid not the slightest heed to the sharp reports, 
and it was evidently only a matter of habit, for Ike stuck 
the whip directly after in an iron loop close by where 
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the horse's great well-filled nose-bag was strapped to the 
front-ladder, beneath which there was a sack fairly filled 
with good old hay. 

"Yes," said Ike, seeing the direction of my eyes, "we 
don't starve the old hoss; do we, Bonyparty?" 

He slapped the horse's haunch affectionately, and Basket 
wagged his tail, while the cart jolted on. 

The clock was striking eleven, and sounded mellow 
and sweet on the night air as we made for the main road, 
having just ten miles to go to reach the market, only a 
short journey in these railway times, but one which it took 
the bony old horse exactly five hours to compass. 

" It seems a deal," I said, " I could walk it in much 
less time." 

"Well, yes, Master Grant," said Ike, rubbing his nose; 
"it do seem a deal, five hours — two mile an hour; but 
a horse is a hoss, and you can't make nothing else out of 
him till he's dead. I've been to market with him hun- 
derds upon hunderds of times, and he says it's five hours' 
work, and he takes five hours to do it in ; no more and no 
less. PVaps I might get him up sooner if I used the 

whip; but how would you like any one to use a whip on 
you when you was picking apples or counting baskets of 
strawbys into a wan?" 

" Not at all," I said, laughing. 

"Well, then, what call is there to use it on a hoss? He 
knows what he can do, and he doos it/' 

" Has Mr. Brownsmith had him long ? " 

"Has Old Brownsmith had him long?" he said correc- 
tively. "Oh, yes! ages. I don't know how long. He had 
him and he was a old hoss when I come, and that's years 
ago. He's done nothing but go uppards and down'ards 
all his life, and he must know how long it takes by now, 
mustn't he?" 
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" Yes, I suppose so," I said. 

" Of course he do, my lad. He knows just where his 
orf forefoot ought to be at one o'clock, and his near hind- 
foot at two. Why, he goes like clockwork. I just winds 
him up once with a bit o' corn and a drink o' water, 
starts him, and there's his old legs go tick-tack, tick-tack, 
and his head swinging like a pendulow. Use is secon' 
natur', and all I've got to do is to tie up the reins to the 
fore ladder and go to sleep if I like, for he knows his way 
as well as a Christian. 'Leven o'clock I starts; four 
o'clock he gets to the market; and if it wasn't for thieves, 
and some one to look after the baskets, that old hoss 
could go and do the marketing all hisself." 

It was all wonderfully fresh and enjoyable to me, that 
ride along the quiet country road, with another market 
cart jolting on about a hundred yards ahead, and another 
one as far behind, while no doubt there were plenty more, 
but they did not get any closer together, and no one 
seemed to hurry or trouble in the least. 

We trudged on together for some distance, and then 
Ike made a couple of seats for us under the ladder by 
folding up sacks, on one of which I sat, on the other he. 
Very uncomfortable seats I should call them now; most 
enjoyable I thought them then, and with no other draw- 
back than a switch now and then from the horse's long 
tail, an attention perfectly unnecessary, for at that time 
of night there were no flies. 

There was not much to see but hedgerows and houses 
and fields as we jolted slowly on. Once we met what Ike 
called the "padrole," and the mounted policeman, in his 
long cloak and with the scabbard of his sabre peeping 
from beneath, looked to me a very formidable personage; 
but he was not too important to wish Ike a friendly 
good-night. 



A VOICE OF THE NIGHT. 153 

We had passed the horse-patrol about a quarter of a 
mile, when all at once we heard some one singing, or 
rather howling: 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

This was repeated over and over again, and seemed as 
we sat there under our basket canopy to come from some 
one driving behind us; but the jolting of the cart and the 
grinding of wheels and the horse's trampling drowned 
the sound of the following vehicle, and there it went on : 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

But the singer pronounced it Do-ho-ver; and then it 
went on over and over again. 

" Yes," said Ike, as if he had been talking about some- 
thing; "them padroles put a stop to that game." 

" What game ? " I said. 

" Highwaymen's. This used to be one of their f av'rite 
spots, from here away to Hounslow Heath. There was 
plenty of 'em in the old days, with their spanking horses 
and their pistols, and their 'stand and deliver' to the 
coach passengers. Now you couldn't find a highwayman 
for love or money, even if you wanted him to stuff and 
putt in a glass case." 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover/' 

"I wish you'd stopped there," said Ike, in a grumbling 
voice. "Ah! those used to be days. That's where Dick 
Turpin used to go, you know — Hounslow Heath." 

"But there are none nowV I said, with some little feel- 
ing of trepidation. 

Didn't I tell you, no," said Ike, "unless that there's one 
coming on behind. How much money have you got, 
lad?" 

" Two shillings and sixpence and some halfpence." 
And I've got five and two, lad. Wouldn't pay to 
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keep a blood-horse to rob us, would it ?" 
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"No/' I said. "Didn't they hang the highwaymen in 
chains, Ike?" 

"Toe be sure they did. I see one myself swinging 
about on Hounslow Heath." 



" Wasn't it very horrible ? 

" I dunno. Dessay it was. Just look how reg'lar old 
Bonyparty goes along, don't he — just in the same part of 
the road? I dessay he's a-counting all the steps he takes, 
and checking of 'em off to see how many more he's got 
to go through." 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

" I say, I wish that chap would pass us — it worries 
me," cried Ike pettishly. Then he went on: "Roads 
warn't at all safe in those days, my lad. There was 
footpads too — chaps as couldn't afford to have horses, 
and they used to hang under the hedges, just like that 
there dark one yonder, and run out and lay holt of the 
reins, and hold a pistol to a man's head." 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

" Go agen then, and stop," growled Ike irritably. 
" Swep' all away, my lad, by the road-police, and now — " 

" There's a man standing in the dark here under this 
hedge, Ike," I whispered. " Is — is he likely to be a foot- 
pad ? " 

" Either a footpad or a policeman. Which does he look 
like?" said Ike. 

" Policeman," I whispered. " I think I saw the top of 
his hat shine." 

" Right, lad. You needn't be scared about them sort 
o' gentlemen now. As Old Brownsmith says, gas and 
steam-engines and police have done away with them, and 
the road's safe enough, night or day." 

We jolted on past the policeman, who turned his bull's- 
eye lantern upon us for a moment, so that I could see 
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Basket's ribs and the profile of Ike's great nose as he bent 
forward with his arms resting on his legs. There was a 
friendly "good-night/' and we had left him about a couple 
of hundred yards behind, when, amidst the jolting of the 
cart and the creaking of the baskets overhead, Ike said 
suddenly : 

" Seem to have left that chap behind, or else he's gone 
to—" 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 
" Why,if he ar'n't there agen!" cried Ike savagely. "Look 
here, it worries me. I'd rayther have a dog behind bark- 
ing than a chap singing like that. I hates singing." 
" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 
"Look here/' said Ike; "I shall just draw to one side 
and wait till he've gone by. Steady, Bony; woa, lad! 
Now he may go on, and sing all the way to Dover if he 
likes." 

Suiting the action to the word Ike pulled one rein; 
but Basket kept steadily on, and Ike pulled harder. But 
though Ike pulled till he drew the horse's head round so 
that he could look at us, the legs went on in the same 

track, and we did not even get near the side of the road. 

" He knows it ain't right to stop here," growled Ike. 
"Woa, will yer! What a obstin't' hammer-headed old 
buffler it is! Woa!" 

Basket paid not the slightest heed for a few minutes. 
Then, as if he suddenly comprehended, he stopped short. 

" Thank ye," said Ike drily; "much obliged. It's my 
belief, though, that the wicked old walking scaffold was 
fast asleep, and has on'y just woke up." 

" Why, he couldn't go on walking in his sleep, Ike," I 
exclaimed. 

" Not go on walking in his sleep, mate ! That there 
hoss couldn't! Bless your 'art, he'd do a deal more won- 
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derful thing's than that Well, that there chap's a long 






time going by. I can't wait. 

Ike looked back, holding on by the iron support of the 

ladder. 

" I cant see nothing. Just you look, mate, your side." 
I looked back too, but could see nothing, and said so. 
"It's strange/' growled Ike. "Go on, Bony." 
The horse started again, the baskets creaked, the wheels 

ground the gravel, and the cart jolted and jerked in its 

own particular springless way, and then all of a sudden : 
" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 
Ike looked sharply round at me, as if he half suspected 

me of ventriloquism, and it seemed so comical that T 

began to laugh. 

" Look here," he said in a hoarse whisper, " don't you 

laugh. There's something wrong about this here." 

He turned the other way, and holding tightly by the 

ladder looked out behind, leaning a good way from the 

side of the cart. 

" I can't see nothing," he grumbled, as he drew back 
and bent forward to pat the horse. " Seems rum," 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

There was the song or rather howl again, sounding 
curiously distant, and yet, odd as it may seem, curiously 
near, and Ike leant towards me. 

" I say," he whispered, " did you ever hear of anything 
being harnted?" 

"Yes," I said, " I've heard of haunted houses." 

"But you never heerd of a harnted market cart, did yer ?" 

" No," I said laughing; "never." 

" That's right," he whispered. 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

I burst out laughing, though the next moment I felt a 
little queer, for Ike laid his hand on my shoulder. 
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"Don't laugh, my lad/' he whispered; "there's some'at 
qeeer 'bout this here." 

"Why, nonsense, Ike!" I said. 

"Ah! you may say it's nonsense; but I don't like it." 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

This came very softly now, and it had such an effect 
on Ike that he jumped down from the shaft into the road, 
and taking his whip from the staple in which it was 
stuck, he let the cart pass him, and came round the back 
to my side. 

"Well?" I said; "is there a cart behind?" 

"I can't hear one, and I can't see one," he whispered; 
"and I says it's very queer. I don't like it, my lad, so there." 

He let the cart pass him, went back behind it again, 
reached his own seat, and climbed in under the ladder. 

Bump, jolt, creak, on we went, and all at once Basket 
kicked a flint stone, and there was a tiny flash of fire. 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

There it was again, so loud that Ike seized the reins, 
and by main force tried to stop the horse, which resisted 
with all its might, and then stopped short with the 
baskets giving a jerk that threatened to send them over 
the front ladder, on to the horse's back. 

Ike jumped down on one side and I jumped down on 
the other. I was not afraid, but the big fellow's un- 
easiness had its effect upon me, and I certainly felt un- 
comfortable. There was something strange about riding 
along that dark road in the middle of the night, and this 
being my first experience of sitting up till morning the 
slightest thing was enough to put me off my balance. 

The horse went on, and Ike and I met at the back, 
looked about us, and then silently returned to our seats, 
climbing up without stopping the horse; but we had 
not been there a minute before Ike bounded off again, for 



158 THE MYSTERY EXPLAINED. 

there once more, buzzing curiously in the air, came that 

curious howling song: 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover." 

I slipped off too, and Ike ran round, whip in hand, and 

gripped my arm. 

" It was your larks," he growled savagely, as I burst 

into a fit of laughing. 

" It wasn't," I cried, as soon as I could speak. " Give 
me the whip," I whispered. 

v What for?" he growled. 

" You give me the whip," I whispered ; and I took it 
from his hand, trotted on to the side of the cart, and then 
reaching up, gave a cut over the top of the load. 

"Stash that!" shouted a voice; and then, as I lashed 
again, "You leave off, will yer? You'll get something 
you don't like." 

"Woa, Bony!" roared Ike with such vehemence that 
the horse stopped short, and there, kneeling on the top 
of the high load of baskets, we could dimly see a well- 
known figure, straw-hat and all. 

"You want me to come down, an' 'it you?" he cried, 
writhing. 

" Here, give me that whip," cried Ike fiercely. " How 
did you come there?" 

" Got up," said Shock sulkily. 

" Who told you to come?" 
" No one. He's come, ain't he?" 

" That's no reason why you should come. Get down, 
you young dog!" 
"Sha'n't!" 



" You gives holt o' that whip, and I'll flick him down 
like I would a fly." 

" No, no; don't hurt him, Ike," I said, laughing. "What 
were you making that noise for, Shock?" 
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" He calls that singing," cried Ike, spitting on the 
ground in his disgust. " He calls that singing. He's been 
lying on his back, howling up at the sky like a sick 
dog, and he calls that singing. Here, give us that whip." 

"No, no, Ike; let him be." 

"Yes; he'd better," cried Shock defiantly. 

" Yes; I had better," cried Ike, snatching the whip from 
me, and giving it a crack like the report of a gun, with 
the result that Basket started off, and would not stop any 
more. 

" Come down," roared Ike. 

"Sha'n't!" cried Shock. "You 'it me, and I'll cut the 
rope and let the baskets down." 

" Gome down then." 

"Sha'n't! I ain't doing nothing to you." 

Crack! went the whip again, and I saw Shock bend 
down. 

" I'm a-cutting the cart rope," he shouted. 

" Come down." Crack ! went the whip. 

Shock did not speak. 

" Will he cut the rope?" I whispered. 

" If he do we shall be two hours loading up again, and 

a lot o' things smashed," growled Ike. Then aloud: 
" Are you a coming down ? Get down and go home." 

"Sha'n't!" came from above us; and, like a good 
general, Ike accepted his defeat, and climbed back to his 
place on the left shaft, while I took mine on the right. 

" It's no good," he said in a low grumbling tone. "When 
he says he won't, he won't, and them ropes is the noo 
'uns. He'll have to go on with us now; and I'm blest if 
I don't think we've lost a good ten minutes over him and 
his noise." 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover," came 
from over our heads. 
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" Think o' me letting that scare me!" said Ike, giving 
his whip a vicious whish through the air. 
" But it seemed so strange," I said. 
"Ay, it did. Look yonder," he said. "That's the 

norrard. It looks light, don't it?" 

" Yes/' I said. 

" Ah ! it never gets no darker than that all night. You'll 
see that get more round to the nor-east as we gets 
nigher to London." 

So it proved, for by degrees I saw the stars in the 
north-east pale; and by the time we reached Hyde Park 
Corner a man was busy with a light ladder putting out 
the lamps, and it seemed all so strange that it should be 
broad daylight, while, as we jolted over the paving-stones 
as we went farther, the light had got well round now to 
the east, and the daylight affected Ike, for as, after a long 
silence, we suddenly heard once more from the top of the 

baskets : 

"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover;" 

Ike took up the old song, and in a rough, but not un- 
musical voice roared out the second line: 

" I've been a travelling all the world over." 

Or, as he gave it to match Do — ho — ver — " — ho — ver." 

And it seemed to me that I had become a great tra- 
veller, for that was London all before me, with a long 
golden line above it in the sky. 



CHAPTER XV. 



IN THE MARKET. 




COULD almost have fancied that there was 
some truth in Ike's declaration about old 
Basket or Bonyparty, as he called him, for 
certainly he seemed to quicken his pace as we 
drew nearer; and so it was that, as we turned into the 
busy market, and the horse made its way to one parti- 
cular spot at the south-east corner, Ike triumphantly 
pointed to the church clock we had just passed. 

" What did I tell yer?" he exclaimed with a grim smile 
of satisfaction on his countenance; "he picked up them 
lost ten minutes, and here we are — -just four." 

"What a scene it seemed to me! The whole place packed 
with laden cart, wagon, and light van. Noise, confusion, 
and shouting, pleasant smells and evil smells — flowers and 
crushed cabbage; here it was peas and mint, there it was 
strawberries; then a whole wagon announced through 
the sides of its piled-up baskets that the load was cauli- 
flowers. 

For a time I could do nothing but gape and stare 
around at the bustling crowd and the number of men 
busily carrying great baskets on the top of porters' knots. 
Women, too, in caps, ready to put the same great pad 
round forehead and make it rest upon their shoulders, 
and bear off great boxes of fruit or baskets of vegetable. 

Here I saw a complete stack of bushel baskets being 
regularly built up from the unloading of a wagon, to know 
by the scent they were early peas; a little farther on, 

(289) L 
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some men seemed to be making a bastion for the defence 
of the market by means of gabions, which, to add to the 
fancy, were not filled with sand, but with large round 
gravel of a pale whitish-yellow, only a closer inspection 
showed that the contents were new potatoes. 

The strawberries took my attention, though, most, for I 
felt quite a feeling of sorrow for Old Brownsmith as I 
saw what seemed to me to be such a glut of the rich red 
fruit that I was sure those which we had brought up 
would not sell. 

How delicious they smelt in the old-fashioned pottles 
which we never see now — long narrow cones, with a cross- 
handle, over which, when filled, or supposed to be filled, 
for a big strawberry would block up the narrow part of 
the cone at times, a few leaves were placed, and then a 
piece of white paper was tied over with a bit of bast. 
Nowadays deep and shallow punnets are the order of 
the day, and a good thing too. 

Flowers! There seemed to me enough to last London 
for a month; and I was going, after a look round, to tell 
Ike that I was afraid we should have to take our load 
back, when I felt a heavy thump on the back of my head, 
which knocked off my cap. 

Nothing annoyed me more as a boy than for my cap 
to be knocked off. Shock knew that, and it had been 
one of his favourite tricks, so that I knew, as I thought, 
whence this piece of annoyance had come, and, picking 
up the small hard cabbage that had been thrown, I deter- 
mined to avenge myself by sending it back with a good 
aim. 

True enough there was Master Shock, lying flat on his 
chest with his chin resting in his hands, and his feet 
kicking up behind, now going up and down, now patting 
together, for he had taken oft' his boots, 
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Shock was having a good stare over the market from 
his elevated position on the top of the baskets; and, tak- 
ing a good aim as I thought, I threw the little hard stale 
cabbage, and then dodged round the side of the cart. I 
stood aghast directly after, beside a pile of baskets, and 
watch a quarrel that had just begun a dozen yards away, 
where a big red-faced man was holding a very Huffy white 
hat in his hand and brushing it with his arm, and bandy- 
ing angry words with a rough-looking young market 
porter, who, with a great flat basket under one arm and 
his other through a knot, was speaking menacingly- 

" Don't you hit me again." 

" Yes, I will, and knock your ugly head off if you do 
that again," said the man with the white hat. 

"Do what again?" 

"Do what again! — why, throw rotten cabbages at my 

hat/' 



" I didn't." 
"Yes, you did " 
" No, I didn't." 

"Why, half-a-dozen here saw you do it. You've got 
hold of the wrong man, my lad, for larks; so now, then!" 

I saw him stick on his white hat all on one side, and 
he looked very fierce and severe; while I felt covered 
with shame and confusion, for I knew that it was my 
cabbage that had done the mischief. 

W hop ! 

That was another right in my ear, and I turned angrily 
upon Shock, forgetting all about the man with the white 
hat and the half-conceived idea of going up to him and 
telling the truth. But there was Shock staring about 
him from a dozen feet above my head, and singing softly, 
"I've been to Paris and I've been to Dover;" and the 
cabbage had struck me on the other side, so that unless 
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Shock had learned how to project decayed cabbage after 
the fashion of boomerangs it could not have been he. 

There was a group of bare-legged boys, though, away 
to my left — a set of ragged objects who might have 
passed for Shock's brothers and cousins, only that they 
were thin and unwholesomely pale, and extremely dirty, 
while although Shock was often quite as dirty, his seemed 
to be the wholesome dirt of country earth, and he looked 
brown, and healthy, and strong. 

Then I became aware of the presence of Ike, who said 
with a grim smile: 

" Don't you heed them, my lad. I see one of 'em chuck 
it and then turn round. Wait a bit and I shall get a 
charnce, and I'll drar my whip round one of 'em in a way 
as '11 be a startler." 

A quick busy-looking man came bustling up just then, 
had a chat with Ike, and hurried off, carrying away my 
companion; and as soon as he had gone a bruised potato 

struck the side of the cart, and as I changed my position 
a damaged stump of a cauliflower struck Basket on the 
flank, making him start and give himself a shake that 
rattled all the chains of the harness before resettling 
down to the task of picking the corn out of the chaff in 

his well-filled nose-bag. 

My first idea was to call Shock down from where he 
was see-sawing his legs to and fro till his feet looked 
like two tilt-hammers beating a piece of iron, and then 
with his help attack the young vagabonds who were 
amusing themselves by making me a target for all the 
market refuse they could find. 

Second thoughts are said to be best, and I had sense 
enough to know that nothing would be gained by a 
struggle with the young roughs. So, gaining knowledge 
from my previous experience, I changed my position so 
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as to get in the front of some sturdy-looking men who 
were all standing with their hands in their pockets chink- 
ing their money. I had yet to learn that they were 
costermongers waiting for prices to come down. 

Directly after whiz came something close by my head 
and struck one of the men in the face, with the result 
that he made a dash at the boys, who darted away in 
and out among the baskets, whooping and yelling defi- 
ance; but one ran right into the arms of a man in uni- 
form, who gave him three or four sharp cuts with a cane 
and sent him howling away. 

This episode was hardly over before Ike was back, and 
he nodded as he said: 

" He's coming direckly to sell us off." 

" Shall you be able to sell the things, then, this morn- 



ing t 



?" 



"Sell 'em! I should just think we shall; well too. 
There's precious little in the market to-day." 

"Little I " I exclaimed. "Why, I thought there would be 
too much for ours to be wanted." 

"Bless your young innocence! this is nothing. Bad 
times for the costers, my boy; they'll get nothing cheap. 
Here you, Shock, as you are come, help with these here 
ropes; and mind, you two, you look after these new 
ropes and the sacks." 

"Look after them!" I said innocently. 

"Yes," said Ike with a queer look; "they gets wild 
and into bad habits in London — walks away, they does — 
and when you go and look for 'em, there you finds 'em in 
marine store-shops in the dirty alleys." 

Shock and I set to work helping to unfasten the ropes, 
which were laced in and out of the basket-handles, and 
through the iron stays, and beneath the hooks placed on 
purpose about the cart, after which the ropes were made 



166 BEING SOLD OFF. 

into neat bunches by Ike, who passed them from hand to 
elbow over and over and tied them in the middle, and 
then in a row to the ladder of the cart. 

The baskets were just set free when the busy-looking 
man came back along with a tall red-nosed fellow. I 
noticed his red nose because it was the same colour as a 
book he held, whose leather cover was like a bad straw- 
berry. He had a little ink-bottle hanging at his button- 
hole and a pen in his mouth, and was followed by quite 
a crowd of keen-looking men. 

" Now, Jacob/' said the little man, and clapping his 
hand upon the thin man's shoulder he stepped up on to 
the top of a pile of barge-baskets, whose lids were tied 
clown with tarred string over the cauliflowers with which 
they were gorged. 

Then, as I stared at him, he put his hands on either 
side of his mouth and seemed to go mad with satisfac- 
tion, dancing his body up and down and slowly turnin 
round as he yelled out: 

" Strawby's ! straw by's ! strawby's !" over and over 
again. 

I looked up at Ike, whose face was as if cut out of 
mahogany, it was so solid; then I looked round at the 
people, but there wasn't a smile. Nobody laughed but 
Shock, who grinned silently till he saw me watching him, 
and then he looked sulky and turned his back. 

Just then Ike, who seemed as solemn as a judge, climbed 
up the wheel and on to the cart with another man follow- 
ing him; and as the crowd increased about our cart I 
realized that everything was being sold by auction, for 

the busy man kept shouting prices quickly higher and 
higher, and then giving a tap with a pencil on a basket, 
entering something in a memorandum-book, while his 
red-nosed clerk did the same. 
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I stared to see how quickly it was all done, Ike and 
the strange man handing down the baskets, which were 
seized and carried away by porters to carts standing at a 
distance; and I wondered how they would ever find out 
afterwards who had taken them, and get the money 
paid. 

But Ike seemed to be quite satisfied as he trampled 
about over the baskets, which were handed rapidly down 
till from being high up he was getting low down, before 
the busy-looking man began to shout what sounded to 
me like "Flow— wow — wow — wow!" as if he were trying 
to imitate barking like a dog. 

Half the crowd went away now, but a fresh lot of men 
came up, and first of all baskets full of flowers were 
sold, then half-baskets, then so many bunches, as fast as 
could be. 

Again I found myself wondering how the money would 

be obtained, and I thought that Old Brownsmith would 

be sure to be cheated; but Ike looked quite easy, and 

instead of there being so many things in the market that 

ours would not sell, I found that the men around bought 

them up eagerly, and the baskets grew less in number 
than ever. 

I glanced round once or twice on that busy summer 
morning, to see the street as far as I could grasp packed 
with carts, and to these a regular throng of men were 
carrying baskets, while every here and there barrows 
were being piled up with flowers. 

All about us too, as far as I could see by climbing up 

to the ladder over Basket's back, men were shouting away 
as they sold the contents of other carts, whose baskets 
were being handed down to the hungry crowds, who 
were pushing and struggling and making way for the 
porters with the heavy baskets on their heads. 
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By degrees I began to understand that all this enor- 
mous quantity of garden produce was being bought up by 
the greengrocers and barrow-dealers from all over London, 
and that they would soon be driving off east, west, north, 
and south, to their shops and places of business. 

I should have liked to sit perched up there and watch- 
ing all that went on, but I had to move to let Ike drag 
back the baskets; then I had to help handing out 
bunches, till at last the crowd melted away, and the busy 
man closed his book with a snap. 

"Very good this morning," he shouted to Ike; and then 
climbing down he went off with his red-nosed clerk, and 
the people who were about followed him. 

" Getting warm, mate ?" said Ike, grinning at me. 

"Yes," I said; "the sun's so hot, and there's no wind 
here." 



"No, my lad; they builds houses to shut it out. Soon 
be done now. You and Shock get down and hand up 

them baskets." 

He pointed to a pile that some men had been making, 
and these I found all had "Brownsmith, Isleworth," 
painted upon them, and it dawned upon me now that 
those which had been carried away would not be re- 
turned till next journey. 

"That's it," said Ike. "Market-gardeners has to give a 
lot o' trust that way." 

"But do they get the baskets all back again, Ike?" 
I said. 

"Toe be sure they do, my lad — Oh yes, pretty well." 

"But shall we get paid the money for all that's been 
sold this morning?" 

"Why, of course, my lad. That gentleman as sold for 
us, he's our salesman; and he pays for it all, and they 
pay him. Don't you see?" 
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I said "Yes," but my mind was not very clear about it. 

"We're all right there. Work away, Shock, and let's 
finish loading up, and then we'll have our breakfast. 
Nice sort o' looking party you are, to take anywhere to 
feed/' he grumbled, as he glanced at Shock, whose appear- 
ance was certainly not much in his favour. 

It was much easier work loading with empty baskets, 
and besides there was not a full load, so that it was not 
very long before Ike had them all piled up to his satis- 
faction and the ropes undone and thrown over and over 
and laced in and out and hooked and tied and strained 
to the sides of the cart. 

"That's the way we does it, squire," cried Ike; "haul 
away, Shock, my lad. You've worked well. Old Bony- 
party's had the best of it ; this is his rest and feeding time. 
You might leave him there hours; but as soon as it's time 
to go home, away he starts, and there's no stopping him. 

"That's about it," he said, as he fastened off a rope. 
"That'll do. We shan't want no more for this lot. Now 
don't you two leave the cart. I'm going up to Mr. 
Blackton, our salesman, you know, just to see if he's any- 
thing to say, and then we'll go and have our braxfass. 
Don't you chaps leave the cart." 

" I sha'n't go," I said, and I glanced at Shock, who climbed 
up to the top of the baskets, and lay down flat on his 
face, so as to be away from me as it seemed, but I could 
see him watching me out of one eye from time to time. 

"I wonder whether he will ever be different," I thought 

to myself, as I watched the selling of a huge load of 
beautifully white bunches of turnips, as regular and 
clean as could be, when all at once I felt a blow in my 
back, and looking sharply round, there were several of the 
ragged boys who haunted the market grinning at me. 
There was no handy place for me to post myself again 
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so as to stop the throwing, and I had to content myself 
with looking at them angrily; but that did no good, for 
they separated, getting behind baskets and stacks of 
baskets, like so many sharpshooters, and from thence 
laid siege to me, firing shots with bits of market refuse, 
and anything they could find. 

I generally managed to dodge the missiles, but the boys 
were clever enough to hit me several times, and with my 
blood boiling, and fingers tingling to pull their ears or 
punch their dirty heads, I had to stand fast and bear it 
all. 

Barelegged, barefooted, and as active as cats, I felt 
sure that if I chased one he would dodge in and out and 
escape me, and as to throwing back at them, I was not 

going to stoop to do that. 

"Dirty young vagabonds!" I said to myself, and I 
looked at them contemptuously with as much effect as if 
I had directed my severe looks at a market basket; and 
then I went and leaned against the end of the cart, deter- 
mined to take no notice of them, and wishing that Ike 
would come back. 

The young rascals only grew more impudent though, 
and came nearer, two in particular, and one of them, 
quite a little fellow with a big head and two small dark 
shiny eyes, over which his shock head of hair kept falling, 
ran right in, making charges at me, and striking at me 
with a muddy little fist, while his companion made pokes 
with a stick. 

This was getting beyond bearing, for I was not a wild 
beast in a cage unable to get away ; but still I determined 
not to be led into any disgraceful struggle with the dirty 
little blackguards. 

I was not afraid of them, for I was too angry for that, 
and nothing would have given me greater satisfaction 
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than to have come to blows. But that would not do, 
I knew. 

I glanced round and saw that there were plenty of 
people about, but they were all too busy with their own 
affairs to take much notice of me, so that if I wanted to 
free myself from the pack of young ruffians I must act 

for myself. 

The attack went on, and I should have fared worse, 
only that it soon became evident that ammunition was 
running short; and failing this, the boys began to throw 
words, while the two most daring kept making rushes at 
me and then shrank back ready to throw themselves down 
if I should strike at them. 

All at once I thought of Ike's great cart-whip, and in 
the full confidence that I could make it crack as loudly 
and as well as its master I determined to give it a good 
whish or two in the air. 

It was stuck high up in one of the staples in the front 
of the cart, and, determined to climb up and reach it 
down, I turned and raised one foot to a spoke of the great 
wheel, when the two foremost boys uttered a yell and 

made a furious onslaught upon me. 

They were too late, for in an instant I had seen the 
object of their advance. There was no doubt about it. 
They were keeping my attention from what was going on 
upon the other side, where one of their companions had 
been stealing along under cover of some baskets, and was 
just in the act of untying one of the coils of nearly new 
rope, which had not been required and hung from the 
ladder. 

The young thief had that moment finished, and slipped 
his arm through, catching sight of me at the same time, 
and darting off. 

T did not stop to think. In one flash I realized that I 
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had been left in charge of the cart, and had been so poor 
a sentry that I had allowed the enemy to get possession 

of something that I ought to have protected, and thinking 
of what Ike would say, and later on of Old Brownsmith, 
I ran off after the thief. 




CHAPTER XVI. 



AN EXCITING CHASE. 




UT not without shouting to Shock, whom I sud- 
denly remembered. 

"Shock — Shock!" I cried; "look out for the 
cart." Not that I supposed that the boys I left 
behind would run off with it and the old horse; but there 
were more coils of rope swinging from the ladder, and 
there were the sacks and Ike's old coat and whip. 

I thought of all this in an instant as I ran, followed by 
the yells of the young plunderer's companions. 

I was not far behind, but he was barefoot, used to the 
place, knew every inch of the ground, and while I slipped 
and nearly went down twice over, he ran easily and well, 
pad-pad-pad-pad over the stones. He doubled here and 
went in and out of the carts and wagons, dodged round 
a stack of baskets there, threaded his way easily among 

the people, while I tried to imitate him, and only blun- 
dered against them and got thrust aside. Then I nearly 
knocked over a basket of peas built up on the top of 
other baskets like a pillar, and at last nearly lost my 
quarry, for he darted in at the door of a herbalist's shop; 
and as I went panting up, sure now of catching him, I 
suddenly awakened to the fact that there was a door on 
the other side out by which he had passed. 

As luck had it, when I darted round I just caught sight 
of him disappearing behind a cabbage wagon. 

This time, as he disappeared, I tried to bring a little 
strategy to bear, and running round another way by 
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which I felt sure he would go, I was able to make up all 
my lost ground, for I came plump upon him. 

"Stop, you young thief!" I panted as I made a snatch 
at the rope and his arm." 

It was like catching at an eel. Just as I thought I had 
him he dodged aside, dived under a horse, and as I ran 
round the back of the cart, not caring to imitate his 
example, he was a dozen yards away, going in and out of 
stalls and piles of vegetables. 

I lost sight of him then, and the next minute saw 
him watching me round a corner, when I again gave 
chase, hot, panting, and with a curious aching pain in my 
legs; but when I reached the corner he had gone, and I 
fe]t that I had lost him, and, thoroughly disheartened, 
did not know which way to turn. I was about to go 
despondently back to the cart, when, giving a final glance 
round, I saw him stealing away beyond some columns. 

He had not seen me, and he was walking; so, keeping 
as much out of sight as I could, and rejoicing in the fact 

that I had recovered my breath, I hurried on. 

All at once I heard a shrill warning cry, and looking to 
my right saw the two young ruffians who had been the 
most obnoxious, while at the same moment I saw that 
the warning had taken effect, the boy I chased having 
started off afresh. 

"I will catch you/' I muttered through my teeth; and, 
determined not to lose sight of him again, I ran on, in and 
out among carts and vans, jostling and being jostled, 
running blindly now, for my sole thought was to keep 
that boy in view, and this I did the more easily now, 
that feeling at last that he could not escape me in the 
market, he suddenly crossed the road, ran in and out for 
a minute in what seemed like an archway, and then ran 
as hard as he could along a wide street and I after him. 
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Suddenly he turned to the right into a narrow street, 
and along by a great building. At the end of this he 
turned to the right again, past the front and nearly to 
the bottom of the street, when he turned to the left and 
followed a wide street till it became suddenly narrow, 
and instead of being full of people it was quite empty. 

Here he darted into a covered way with columns all 
along the side, running very fast still, and I suppose I 
was too, and gradually overtaking him, but he reached 
the end of the street before I could come up with him, 
and as he turned the corner I felt quite despairing once 
more at seeing him pass out of sight. 

It was only a matter of moments before I too turned 
the corner, and found myself in the dirtiest busiest 
street I had ever seen, with unpleasant-looking people 
about, and throngs of children playing over the foul pave- 
ment and in the road. 

My boy seemed quite at home there and as if he 
belonged to the place. I noticed that as I ran after him, 
wondering whether it would be of any use to call to them 
to stop him, though if I had determined that it would be 

I had not the breath, as I panted on at a much slower 
rate now, and with the perspiration streaming down my 
face. 

I kept losing sight of him, there were so many people 
grouped about the pavement along which he ran, while I 
kept to the road, but he went in and out among them as 
easily as a dog might have run, till all at once I saw him 
dive in amongst a number of men talking at the entrance 
of a narrow archway with a public-house on one side, and 
as I ran up I found that it was a court, down which I 
caught a glimpse of the boy with the rope still over his 
arm. 

I stopped for nothing but dashed in after him, the men 
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giving way at first, but as I blundered in my haste against 
one rough-looking fellow, he roared out savagely: 

"Now, then, where are you running to?" and made a 
snatch at my collar. 

I eluded him by making quite a bound in my alarm, 
and nearly falling over the leg of another, who thrust it 
out to trip me up. I escaped a fall, -however, and entered 
the court, which seemed to be half full of children, just 
in time to see my boy slip into a house nearly at the 
bottom, on the left. 

He stopped for a moment to look back to see if I was 
coming, and then he disappeared, and my heart gave a 
bound, for in my excitement I felt that I had succeeded, 
and that I had traced the young thief to his lair. 

I did not think about anything else, only that the 
children all stopped their games and set up a kind of yell, 
while it seemed to me that the men who were at the 
entrance of the court were all following me slowly with 
their hands thrust down low in their pockets, and it 
struck. me for the moment that they were all coming 
down to see the capture of the thief. 

I was in happy ignorance just then that I had followed 
the boy into one of the vilest and most dangerous parts 
of London in those days, — to wit a Drury Lane court, 
one of the refuges of some of the worst characters in that 
district. 

In this ignorance T was still observant, and noticed 
that the doors on each side of the dirty court stood wide 
open, while the yell set up by the children brought people 
to some of the open windows. 

That was all seen in a glance, as I made for the open 
door at the end, before which a boy of my own size ran 
as if to stop me; but even if I had wished to stop just 
then I could not, and I gave him a sharp push, the weight 
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of my body driving him back into a sitting position as I 
stumbled in from the pavement, up a couple of stone steps, 
and on to the boards of the narrow passage, which seemed, 
by contrast to the bright sunshine outside, quite dark. 

I did not stop, but went on as if by instinct to the end, 
passed a flight of steps leading down to the cellar kitchen, 
up which came a noisome odour that turned me sick, and 
began to ascend the stairs before me. 

Then I paused for a moment with my hand on a sticky 
balustrade and listened. 

Yes! I was quite right, for up above me I could hear 
the stairs creaking as if some one was going up; and to 
make me the more sure that the boy had not entered a 
room I could hear his hoarse panting, accompanied by a 
faint whimpering cry, as if every moment or two he kept 
saying softly, "Oh!" 

That satisfied me, and as fast as I could I went up one 
flight and then another of dirty creaking stairs and found 
myself on the first floor. Then up another flight, dirtier, 
more creaking, and with the woodwork broken away 
here and there. 

Up another flight worse still, and by the light of a 
staircase window I could see that the plaster ceiling was 
down here and there, showing the laths, while the wall 
was blackened by hands passing over it. On the hand- 
rail side the balusters were broken out entirely in the 
most dangerous way; but all this seemed of no consequence 
whatever, for there was the boy still going on, evidently 
to the very top of the house. 

All at once there was silence above me, and I thought 
he must have gone, but he was only listening, and as he 
heard me coming he uttered a faint cry, and went on up 
whimpering, evidently so much exhausted by the long 
chase that he could hardly drag himself up higher. 

( 28D ) M 
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By this time I was up to the second floor, where there 
were a couple of battered doors and another staircase 
window nearly without glass, the broken panes being 
covered with paper pasted on, or else, fortunately for the 
inhabitants of the noisome place, left open for the air to 
blow through. 

I ought to have stopped; in fact I ought never to have 
gone; but I was too much excited by my chase to think 
of anything but getting hold of that boy and shaking 
him till he dropped our new rope; and now as I began to 
toil breathlessly up the last flight I knew that my task 
was done, for my young enemy could hardly crawl, and 
had begun to sob and whine, and I could just make out: 

"You'd best let me be — I — I — ain't — I ain't done — 
done — " 

I heard no more, only that doors were being thrown 

open, and there was a buzz of voices below, with heavy 

footsteps in the passage. 

Still that did not seem to have anything to do with me, 

so intent was I on my pursuit up those last two flights of 
stairs, which seemed to be steeper, more broken, and more 

difficult to climb than those which had gone before. In 
fact the boy above me was dragging himself up, and I had 
settled down into a walk, helping myself on by the dirty 
hand-rail, and panting so hoarsely that each breath came 
to be a snore. My heart, too, throbbed heavily, and seemed 
to be beating right up into my throat. 

I had gained on my quarry, so that we were on the last 
flight together, and this gave me the requisite strength 
for the last climb, for I knew that he could go no further. 

Half-way up and there was a sloping ceiling above, in 
which was a blackened skylight, across which was a string 
and some dirty white garments hanging to dry, while to 
right and to left there were doors that had been painted 
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black for reasons full of wisdom; and as my head rose 
higher I saw the boy who had literally crawled up on to 
the landing, rise up, with the rope still upon his arm, and 
fling himself against the farthest of these two doors. 

It flew open with a crash, and then seemed to be banged 
to heavily, but it was against me, for, summoning up all 
my remaining strength, I reached the top, and imitating 
the boy's action, the door came back upon my hands, and 
was dashed open again. 

I almost tumbled in, staggering forward, and hardly 
able to keep upon my legs, so that I nearly reached the 
middle of the room before I was aware that the boy was 
cowering down in a corner upon our rope, and that a big 
scowling stubble-chinned man had just risen dressed from 
a bed on which he had lain, to catch me by the shoulders 
in a tremendous grip, and hold me backwards panting 
like some newly captured bird. 

I noticed that the man wore a great sleeved waistcoat, 
breeches, and heavy boots, and that his low forehead was 
puckered up into an ugly scowl, with one great wrinkle 
across it that seemed like another mouth as he forced me 
right back against the wall, and held me shivering there. 

" Here, shet that there door, Polly," he said in a low 
harsh growl, like the snarl of a wild beast. Then to me: 
"Here, what d'yer mean a-comin' in here, eh?" 

He accompanied his words with a fierce shake that 
made the back of my head tap against the wall. 

For a few moments the man's savage look seemed to 
fascinate me, and I felt horribly alarmed, as I could think 
for the moment about nothing but the Ogre and Hop-o'- 
my-thumb, and wonder whether he was going to take out 
a big knife and threaten me. I was still panting and 
breathless with my exertions, and there was a curious 
pain in my legs, mingled with a sensation as if they were 
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going to double up under me, but I made an effort to be 
brave as the great heavy -browed scoundrel gave me 
another shake, and said: 

"D'yer hear? What d'yer mean by banging into my 

room like that ere?" 

I glanced at a sad-faced dull-eyed slatternly woman 

who had closed the door, and then at the boy, who still 
crouched close up under the window, whimpering like a 
whipped dog, but keenly watching all that was going on 
with his sharp restless dark eyes; then, making a deter- 
mined attempt to be braver than I looked, I said as 
stoutly as I could: 

" I want our new rope. He stole our new rope." 

"Who stole yer noo rope!" cried the fellow, giving 
me another shake; "what d'yer mean?" 

" fie took our rope off the cart in Co vent Garden this 
morning," I cried, feeling angry now. 

" Why, he arn't been out o' the court this morning," 
said the fellow sharply; "have yer, Micky?" 

" No, father," said the boy. 

"Jest up, ain't he, missus?" continued my captor, turn- 
ing to the heavy-eyed woman. 

" Yes, just up," said the woman in a low mechanical 
voice, and then with more animation, " Let him go, Ned." 

" You mind yer own business," said the fellow savagely; 
then to me, "Now, then, d'yer hear that?" 

"I don't care; he did," I said firmly. "He stole our 
rope — that's it, you give it me directly." 

"What! that?" he cried. "You're a nice un, you are. 
Why, that's my rope, as 'longs to my donnerkey-cart. 
Don't you come lying here." 

" I tell you that's our rope, and I saw him steal it," I 
cried, growing stronger now. " You let me go, and give 
me my rope, or I'll tell the police." 
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"Why, you never had no rope, yer young liar!" he 
cried. 

" It's my master's rope/' I said, struggling to get free. 
" I will have it." 

" What! yer'd steal it, would yer? Yer'd tell the polliss, 
would yer!" growled the fellow, tightening his grip; " I'll 
soon see about that. Here you, Micky, bring that there 
rope here." 

The boy struggled to his feet, and came slowly to us 
with the rope, which the man scanned eagerly. 

"I don't want to make no mistakes," he growled. 
" Let's see it. If it's your rope, you shall have it, but 
now then! dyer hear?" 

This was to the boy, who took advantage of my helpless 
position to give me a couple of savage kicks in the leg 
as he stood there ; but as he had no shoes on, the kicks 
did not do much harm. 

"Why, o' course it is our rope," growled the fellow. 
" Gahn with you, what dyer mean by coming here with 
a tale like that?" 

He gave me a shake, and the woman interfered. 

" Let him go, Ned," she said, " or ther'll be a row." 

The man took one hand from my shoulder, and doubled 
his great fist, which he held close to the woman's face in 
a menacing way. Then turning sharply he made believe 
to strike me with all his might right in the mouth, when, 
as I flinched, he growled out with a savage grin: 

"Ah! yer know'd yer deserved it. Now I clunno 
whether I'm going to keep yer here, or whether I shall 
let yer go; but whichever I does, don't you go a sweering 
that this here's your rope, a cause it's mine. D'yer hear, 

„ * '> 

mine? 

The door was kicked open at that moment, and a couple 
of the rough-looking fellows I had seen at the entrance 
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to the court stood half inside, leaning against the door- 
posts and looking stolidly on. 

I was about to appeal to them for help, but my instinct 
told me that such an application would be in vain, while 
their first words told me how right I was. 

" Give it him, Ned. What's he adorn here?" said one. 

" See if he's got any tin," said the other. 

"Ah! make him pay up," said the first. 

"'Ow much have yer got, eh?" said my captor, giving 
me a shake, which was the signal for the boy to kick at 
me again with all his might. 

"Gahn, will yer," cried the man, "or I'll wrap that 
rope's end round yer." 

The woman just then made a step forward and struck 
at the boy, who dodged the blow, and retreated to the far 
end of the room, the woman shrinking away too as the 
man growled: 

"Let him alone, will yer?" 

I seized the opportunity to wrench myself partly away, 
and to catch hold of the rope, which the man had now 
beneath one of his feet. 

"Ah, would yer ! " he shouted, tearing the rope away from 
me. "Comesuphere,mates,bold as brass, and says it's his'n." 

I felt more enraged and mortified now than alarmed, 
and I cried out: 

" It is our rope, and that boy stole it; and I'll tell the 
police." 

"Oh! yer will, will yer?" cried my captor. "We'll see 
about that. Here, what money have yer got?" 

" I've only enough for my breakfast," I cried defiantly. 
" Give me my rope and let me go." 

"Oh yes, 111 let yer go," he cried, as I wrestled to get 
away, fighting with all my might, and striving to reach 
the rope at the same moment. 
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"Look out, Ned," said one of the men at the door, 
grinning. "Hell be too much for yer;" and the other 
uttered a hoarse lauo;h. 

"All, that he will!" cried the big fellow, letting me get 
hold of the rope, and, tightening his grasp upon my collar, 
he kicked my legs from under me, so that I fell heavily 
half across the coil, while he went down on one knee 
and held me panting and quivering there, perfectly help- 
less. 

The boy made another dart forward, and I saw the 
woman catch at him by the head, but his shortly-cropped 
hair glided through her hands, and he would have 
reached me had not the man kicked out at him and made 
him stop suddenly and watch for another chance. 

"Who's got a knife?" growled the man now savagely 
as he turned towards the two fellows at the door; "111 
soon show him what it is to come here awanting to steal 
our cart-ropes. Chuck that there knife here." 

He rose as he spoke, and planted one foot upon my 
chest. Then catching the pocket-knife thrown to him by 
one of the men at the door, he opened it with a great 
deal of show and menace, bending down to stare savagely 
in my eyes as he whetted the blade upon the boot rest- 
ing on my chest. 

Of course I was a good deal alarmed, but I knew all 
the while that this was all show and that the great 
ruffian was trying to frighten me. I was in a desperately 
bad state, in an evil place, but it was broad daylight, and 
people had seen me come in, so that I did not for a 
moment think he would dare to kill me. All the same, 
though, I could not help feeling a curious nervous kind 
of tremor run through my frame as he nourished the 
knife about and glared at me as if pondering as to what 
he should do next. 
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"I wish Ike were nere," I thought; and as I did so I 
could not help thinking how big and strong he was, and 
how little he would make of seizing this great cowardly 
ruffian by the throat and making him let me go. 

"Now, then," he cried, "out wi' that there money." 

For answer, I foolishly showed him where it was by 
clapping my hand upon my pocket, when, with a grin of 
satisfaction, he tore my hand away, thrust in his great 
fingers, and dragged it out, spat on the various coins, and 
thrust them in his own pocket. 

"What d'yer say?" he cried, bending down again to- 
wards me. 

" The police shall make you give that up," I panted. 

" Says we're to spend this here in beer, mates," he said, 
grinning, while the woman stood with her eyes half shut 
and her arms folded, looking on. v 

The two men at the door laughed. 

" Now, then," said the big fellow, " since he's come out 
genteel-like with his money, I don't think I'll give him 
the knife this time. Get up with yer, and be off while 
your shoes are good." 

He took his great boot off my chest, and I started up. 

" I wouldn't give much for yer," he growled, " if yer 
showed yer face here agen." 

He accompanied this with such a menacing look that I 
involuntarily shrank away, but recovering myself directly 
I seized the coil of rope and made for the door. 

"What!" roared the great ruffian, snatching the rope, 
and, as I held on to it, dragging me back. " Trying to 
steal, are you?" 

" It's mine — it's ours," I cried passionately. 

"Oh! I'll soon let yer know about that," he cried. 
"Look here, mates; this is our rope, ain't it?" 

"Yes/' said one of them: "I'll swear to it." 
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" It's mine," I cried, tugging at it angrily. 

" Let go, will yer — dyer hear; let go. 

He tugged and snatched at it savagely, and just then 
the boy leaped upon me, "butting at me, and striking with 
all his might, infuriating me so by his cowardly attack, 
that, holding on to the rope with one hand, I swung 
round my doubled fist with the other and struck him 
with all my might. 

It must have been a heavy blow right in the face, for 
he staggered back, caught against a chair, and then fell 
with a crash, howling dismally. 

" Look at that, now," cried the big ruffian. " Now he 
shall have it." 

" Serves him right ! " said the woman passionately. 
"Let the boy go, Ned, or you'll get into trouble; 

"I'll get into trouble for something then," cried the 
fellow savagely, as he hurt me terribly by jerking the 
rope out of my hand and catching me by the collar, when 
I saw the two men at the open door look round, and I 
heard a familiar growl on the stairs that made my heart 
leap with joy. 

Ike ! — Here ! — Ike ! " I shouted with all my might. 

" Hold yer row," hissed the great ruffian in a hoarse 
whisper, and clapping one hand behind my head he 
placed the other upon my mouth. 

He dragged me round, half-choked and helpless, and 
then he said something over his shoulder to the woman, 
while I fought and struggled, and tried hard to shout 
again to Ike, whose heavy feet I could hear in the midst 
of a good deal of altercation on the stairs. 

As I struggled to get free I saw that the window was 
opened and the rope thrown out. Then the window was 
quickly shut, and I was dragged towards the door. 

" Here, you be off outer this," whispered the great 
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ruffian, with his lips close to my ear. "You cut; and 



don't you — " 

He stopped short, holding me tightly, and seemed to 
hesitate, his eyes glaring round as if in search of some 
place where he could hide me, not knowing what to do 
for the best. 

"Shut the door, mates/' he said quickly; and the two 
men dragged the door to after them as they stood out- 
side. 

"Just you make half a sound, and — " 

He put his lips close to my ear as he said this, and 
closed the great clasp-knife with a sharp click which 
made me start; while his eyes seemed to fascinate me as 
he bent down and glared at me. 

It was only for a moment, though, and then I managed 
to slip my face aside and shouted aloud: 

"Ike!" 

There was a rush and a scuffle outside, and the woman 
said in an ill-used tone: 

" I told yer how it would be.'* 

" You hold—" 

He did not finish, for just then one of the men outside 
growled — plainly heard through the thin door: 

"Now, then, where are yer shovin' to?" 

" In here," roared a voice that sent a thrill of joy 
through me. 

"Now, then, what d'yer want?" cried the big fellow, 
thrusting me behind him as Ike kicked open the door 
and strode into the room. 

" What do I want?" he roared. " I want him and our 
cart-rope. Now, then, where is it?" 

There was a fierce muttering among the men, and they 
drew together, while the boy and the woman cowered 
into one corner of the attic. 
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"Oh! you're not going to scare me/' cried Ike fiercely 
"There's the police just at hand if I wants help. Now 
then, where's that rope?" 

"What rope?" growled the ruffian. "I don't know 
about no ropes." 

" They threw it out of the window, Ike," I cried. 

"That's a lie," snarled the man. "There arn't never 
been no ropes here." 

"There has been one," I cried, feeling bold now; "but 
they threw it out of the window." 

"Well, of all — " began one of the men, who had 
crossed the room with his companion to the big ruffian's 
side. 

"You go on down, my lad," whispered Ike in a low 
deep voice. "Go on, now." 

"But are you coming?" I whispered back. 

" You may depend on that," he said, as if to himself, 
" if they'll let me. Go on." 

I moved towards the open door, when one of the men 
made a dash to stop me; but Ike threw put one leg, and 
he fell sprawling. At the same moment my enemy 

made a rush at Ike, who stepped back, and then I saw 
his great fist fly out straight. There was a dull, heavy 
sound, and the big ruffian stopped short, reeled, and then 
dropped down upon his hands and knees. 

"Quick, boy, quick! You go first," whispered Ike, as 
I stopped as if paralysed; "I'll f oiler." 

His words roused me, and I ran out of the room. 
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NEARLY fell headlong down as I reached 
the stairs, for my foot went through a hole in 
the boards, but I recovered myself and began 
to run down as fast as I dared, on account of 
the rickety state of the steps, while Ike came clumping 
down after me, and we could hear the big ruffian's voice 
saying something loudly as we hurried from flight to flight. 
There were knots of women on the different landings 
and at the bottom of the stairs, and they were all talking 
excitedly; but only to cease and look curiously at us as 
we went by. 

There was quite a crowd, too, of men, women, and 
children in the court below as we left the doorway; but 
Ike's bold manner and the decided way in which he strode 
out with me, looking sharply from one to the other, put 
a stop to all opposition, even if it had been intended. 

There were plenty of scowling, menacing looks, and 
there was a little hooting from the men, but they gave 

way, and in another minute we were out of the court and 
in the dirty street, with a troop of children following us 
and the people on either side looking on. 

" But, Ike," I said in a despairing tone, " we haven't 
got the rope after all." 

"No," he said; "but I've got you out o' that place safe, 
and I haven't got much hurt myself, and that's saying a 
deal. Talk about savages and wild beasts abroad! why, 
they're nothing." 
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" I didn't see any policemen, Ike," I said, as I thought 
of their power. 

" More didn't I," he replied with a grim smile. " They 
don't care much about going down these sort o' places; 
no more don't I. We're well out of that job, my lad. 
You didn't ought to have gone." 

" But that boy was running off with the best cart rope, 
Ike," I said despondently, " and I was trying to get it 

back, and now it's gone. What will Mr. Brownsmith 
sayf 

" Old Brownsmith won't say never a word," said Ike, 
as we trudged on along a more respectable street. 

" Oh, but he will," I cried. " He is so particular about 
the ropes." 

" So he be, my lad. Here, let's brush you down ; you're 
a bit dirty." 

" But he will," I said, as I submitted to the operation. 

" Not he/' said Ike. " Them police is in the right of it. 
I'm all of a shiver, now that bit of a burst's over;" and he 
wiped his brow. 

" You are, Ike ? " I said wonderingly. 

" To be sure I am, my lad. I was all right there, and 
ready to fight ; but now it's over and we're well out of it, 
I feel just as I did when the cart tipped up and all the 
baskets come down atop of you." 

" I am glad you feel like that," I said. 

'* Why ? " he cried sharply. 

" Because it makes me feel that I was not such a ter- 
rible coward after all." 

" But you were," he said, giving me a curious look. 
" Oh, yes: about as big a coward as ever I see." 

I did not understand why I was so very great a coward, 
but he did not explain, and I trudged on by him. 

" I say, what would you have done if I hadn't come ? " 
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" I don't know/' I said. " I suppose they would have 
let me go at last. They got all my money." 

"They did?" 

" Yes," I said dolefully; "and then there's the rope. 
What will Mr. Brownsmith say?" 

" Nothin' at all," said Ike. 

" But he will," I cried again. 

" No he won't, because well buy a new one 'fore we 
goes back." 

" I thought of that," I said, " but I've no money now." 

" Oh, all right! I have," he said. " We may think our- 
selves well out of a bad mess, my lad; and I don't know 
as we oughtn't to go to the police, but we haven't no time 
for that. There'll be another load o' strawb'ys ready by 
the time we get back, and I shall have to come up again 
to-night. Strawb'ys sold well to-day. No: we've no 

time for the police." 

" They deserve to be taken up," I said. 

"Ay, they do, my boy; but folks don't get all they 

deserve." 

" Or I should be punished for letting that boy steal the 
rope." 

"Hang the rope!" he said crustily. "I mean, hang the 
boy or his father, and that's what some of 'em '11 come 
to," he cried grimly, " if they don't mind. They're a bad 
lot down that court. Lor' a mussy me! I'd sooner live 
in one of our sheds on some straw, with a sack for a pil- 
low, than be shut up along o* these folk in them courts." 

"But they wouldn't have hurt me, Ike?" I said. 

"I dunno, my lad. P'raps they would, p'raps they 
wouldn't. They might have kept you and made a bad 
un of yer. Frightened you into it like." 

I shook my head. 

"Ah ! you don't know, my lad. How much did they get ? " 
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" Two shillings and ninepence halfpenny," I said dole- 
fully. 



"And a nearly new rope. Ah! it's a bad morning's 
work for your first journey." 

"It is, Ike," I said; "but I didn't know any better. 
How did you know where I was?" 

" How did I know? Why, Shock saw you and followed 
you, and come back and fetched me, when I was staring 
at the cart and wondering what had gone of you two." 

"Where is he now?" I asked. 

"What, Shock? Oh, I don't know. He's a queer chap. 
Fr'aps they've got him instead of you." 

I stopped short and looked at him, but saw directly 
that he was only joking, and went on again: 

"You don't think that," I said quickly; "for if you did 
you would not have come away. Do you think he has 
gone back to the cart?" 

" Oh, there's no knowing," he replied. H P'raps when 
we get back there won't be any cart; some one will have 
run away with it. They're rum uns here in London." 

"Why, you haven't left the cart alone, Ike" I cried. 

"That's a good one, that is," he exclaimed. "You 
haven't left the cart alone! Why, you and Shock did." 

"Yes," I said; " but— " 

"There, come and let's see," he said gruffly. "We 
should look well, we two, going back home without a 
cart, and old Bonyparty took away and cut up for good- 
ness knows what and his skin made into leather. Come 

along." 

We walked quickly, for it seemed as if this was going 
to be a day all misfortunes; but as we reached the market 
again I found that Ike had not left the cart untended, for 
a man was there by the horse, and the big whip curved 
over in safety from where it was stuck. 
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"Seen anything of our other boy?" said Ike as we 
reached the cart. 

" No/ 7 was the reply 

"Hadn't we better go back and look for him?" I said 
anxiously. 

"Well, I don't know," said Ike, rubbing one ear; "he 
ain't so much consequence as you. 

" I've been to Paris and I've been to Do-ho-ver." 

" Why, there he is," I cried; and, climbing up the wheel, 
there lay Shock on his back right on the top of the 
baskets, and as soon as he saw my face he grinned and 
then turned his back. 

"He's all right," I said as I descended; and just then 
there was a creaking noise among the baskets, and Shock's 
head appeared over the edge. 

"Here y'are," he cried. "That there tumbled out o' 
window, and I ketched it and brought it here." 

As he spoke he threw down the coil of nearly new rope, 
and I felt so delighted that I could have gone up to him 

and shaken hands. 

"Well, that's a good un, that is," said Ike with a chuckle. 
"I am 'bout fine and glad o' that." 

He took the rope and tied it up to the ladder again, 
and then turned to me. 

" Come along and get some breakfast, my lad," he said. 

" I dessay you're fine and hungry." 

" But how about Shock ? " 

" Oh, we'll send him out some. Here, you, Shock, look 
after the cart and horse. Don't you leave 'em," Ike added 
to the man; and then we made our way to a coffee-house, 
where Ike's first act, to my great satisfaction, was to pro- 
cure a great mug of coffee and a couple of rolls, which he 
opened as if they had been oysters, dabbed a lump of 
butter in each, and then put under his arm. 
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"He don't deserve 'era," he growled, "for coming; but 
he did show me where you was." 

"And he saved the rope," I said. 

Ike nodded. 

" You sit down till I come back, my lad," he said; and 
then he went off, to return in a few minutes to face me 
at a table where we were regaled with steaming coffee 
and grilled haddocks. 

"This is the best part of the coming to market, my 
lad," he said, "only it's a mistake." 

"What is?" I asked. 

"Haddocks, my lad. They're a trickier kind o' meat 
than bloaters. I ordered this here for us 'cause it seemed 
more respectable like, as I'd got company, than herrin'; 
but it's a mistake." 

" But this is very nice," I said, beginning very hungrily 
upon the hot roll and fish, but with a qualm in my mind 
as to how it was to be paid for. 

" Ye-es," said Ike, after saying "soup" very loudly as 
he took a long sip of his coffee; " tidyish, my lad, tidyish, 
but you see one gets eddicated to a herring, and knows 
exactly where every bone will be. These things seems 

as if the bones is all nowhere and yet they're everywhere 
all the time, and so sure as you feel safe and take a bite 
you find a sharp pynte, just like a trap laid o' purpose to 
ketch yer." 

" Well, there are a good many little bones, certainly," I 
said. 

"Good many! Thick as slugs after a shower. There's 
one again, sharp as a needle. Wish I'd a red herrin', 

that I do." 

" I say, Ike," I said suddenly, as I was in the middle of 
my breakfast, "I wish I could make haste and grow into 



a man." 
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"Do you, now?" he said with a derisive laugh. "Ah! 
I shouldn't wonder. If you'd been a man I s'pose you'd 
have pitched all those rough uns out o' window, eh?" 

" I should have liked to be able to take care of myself," 

I said. 

"Without old Ike, eh, my lad?" 

"I don't mean that," I said; "only I should like to be a 

man." 

" Instead o' being very glad you're a boy with every- 
thing fresh and bright about you. Red cheeks and clean 
skin and all your teeth, and all the time to come before 
you, instead of having to look back and think you're like 
an old spade — most wore out." 

Oh, but you're so strong, Ike! I should like to be a 

man. 

" Like to be a boy, my lad, and thank God you are 
one," said old Ike, speaking as I had never heard him 
speak before. " It's natur', I s'pose. All boys wishes they 
was men, and when they're men they look back on that 
happiest time of their lives when they was boys and 
wishes it could come over again." 

"Do they, Ike?" I said. 

" I never knew a man who didn't," said Ike, making 
the cups dance on the table by giving it a thump with 
his fist. "Why, Master Grant, I was kicked about and 
hit when I was a boy more'n ever a boy was before, but 
all that time seems bright and sunshiny to me." 

" But do you think Shock's happy?" I said; " he's a boy, 
and has no one to care about him." 

"Happy! I should just think he is. All boys has 
troubles that they feels bad at the time, but take 'em 
altogether they're as happy as can be. Shock's happy 
enough his way or he wouldn't have been singing all night 
atop of the load. There, you're a boy, and just you be 
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thankful that you are, my lad; being a "boy's about as 
good a thing as there is." 

We had nearly finished our breakfast when Ike turned 
on me sharply. 

" Why, you don't look as if you was glad to be a boy," 
he said. 

"I was thinking about what Mr. Brownsmith will 
say when he knows I've been in such trouble," I re- 
plied. 

"Ah, he won't like it! But I suppose you ain't going 
to tell him?" 



"Yes," I said, "I shall tell him." 

Ike remained silent for a few minutes, and sat slowly 
filling his pipe. 

At last, as we rose to go, after Ike had paid the wait- 
ress, he said to me slowly: 

" Sometimes doing right ain't pleasant and doing wrong 
is. It's quite right to go and tell Old Brownsmith and 
get blowed up, and it would be quite wrong not to tell 
him, but much the nystest. Howsoever, you tell him 
as soon as we get back. He can't kill yer for that, and I 
don't s'pose he'll knock yer down with the kitchen poker 
and then kick you out. You've got to risk it." 

I did tell Old Brownsmith all my trouble when we 
reached home, and he listened attentively and nodding 
his head sometimes. Then he said softly, "Ah!" and that 
was all. 

But I heard him scold Master Shock tremendously for 

going off from his work without leave. 

Shock had been looking on from a distance while I was 
telling Old Brownsmith, and this put it into his head, I 
suppose, that I had been speaking against him, for during 
the next month he turned his back whenever he met me, 
and every now and then, if I looked up suddenly, it was to 
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see him shaking his fist at me, while his hair seemed to 
stand up more fiercely than ever out of his crownless 
straw hat like young rhubarb thrusting up the lid from 
the forcing-pot put on to draw the stalks. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 



THE GARDENER SURGEON. 




EOPLE sneer at gardening and gardeners. 
Grant/' said the old gentleman to me one day. 
"Perhaps you may take to some other occupa- 
tion when you grow older; but don't you never 
be ashamed of having learned to be a gardener." 
" I'm sure I never shall/' I said. 

" I hope you will not, my boy, for there's something in 
gardening and watching the growth of trees and plants 
that's good for a lad's nature; and if I was a schoolmaster 
I'd let every boy have a garden, and make him keep it 
neat. It would be as good a lesson as any he could teach." 
" I like gardening more and more, sir/' I said. 

" That's right, my boy. I hope you do, but you've a 
deal to learn yet. Gardening's like learning to play the 

fiddle; there's always something more to get hold of than 
you know. I wish I had some more glass." 

" I wish you had, sir," I said. 

"Why, boy? — why?" he cried sharply. 

" Because you seem as if you'd like it, sir," I said, feel- 
ing rather abashed by his sharp manner. 

" Yes, but it was so that I should be able to teach you, 
sir. But wait a bit, I'll talk to my brother one of these days." 

Time glided on, and as I grew bigger and stronger I 
used now and then to go up with Ike to the market. He 
would have liked me to go every time, but Mr. Brown- 
smith shook his head, and would only hear of it in times 

of emergency. 
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" Not a good task for you, Grant/' he used to say. " I 
want you at home." 

We were down the garden one morning after a very 
stormy night, when the wind had been so high that a 
great many of the fruit-trees had had their branches 
broken off, and we were busy with ladder, saw, and knife, 
repairing damages. 

I was up the ladder in a fine young apple-tree, whose 
branch had been broken and was hanging by a few fibres, 
and as soon as I had fixed myself pretty safely I began 
to cut, while when I glanced down to see if Old Brown- 
smith was taking any notice I saw that he was smiling. 

" Won't do — won't do, Grant," he said. " Cutting off a 
branch of a tree that has been broken is like practising 
amputation on a man. Cut lower, boy." 

" But I wanted to save all that great piece with those 
little boughs," I said. 

" But you can't, my lad. Now just look down the side 
there below where you are cutting, and what can you 
see?" 

" Only a little crack that will grow up." 

" Only a little crack that won't grow up, Grant, but 
which will admit the rain, and the wet will decay the 
tree; and that bough, afc the end of two or three years, in- 
stead of being sound and covered with young shoots, will 
be dying away. A surgeon when he performs an ampu- 
tation cuts right below the splintered part of the bone. 
Cut three feet lower down, my lad, and then pare all off 
nice and smooth, just as I showed you over the pruning." 

" That's the way," he said, as he watched me. " That's 

a neat smooth wound in the tree that will dry up easily 

after every shower, and nature will send out some of her 
healing gum or sap, and it will turn hard, and the bark, 
just as I showed you before, will come up in a new ring, 
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and swell and swell till it covers the wood, and by and by 
you will hardly see where the cut was made." 

I finished my task, and was going to shoulder the 
ladder and get on to the next tree, when the old gentle- 
man said in his quaint dry way: 

"You know what the first workman was, Grant?" 

" Yes/' I said, " a gardener." 

" Good!" he said. " And do you know who was the first 
doctor and surgeon?" 

" No," I said. 

" A gardener, my boy, just as the men were who first 
began to improve the way in which men lived, and gave 
them fruit and corn and vegetables to eat, as well as the 
wild creatures they killed by hunting." 

"Oh, yes!" I said, "I see all that, but I don't see how 
the first doctor and surgeon could have been a gardener." 

" Don't you?" he said, laughing silently. "I do. Who 
but a gardener would find out the value of the different 
herbs and juices, and what they would do. You may call 
him a botanist, my lad, but he was a gardener. He 
would find out that some vegetables were good for the 
blood at times, and from that observation grew the whole 

doctrine of medicine. That's my theory, my boy. Now 
cut off that pear-tree branch." 

I set the ladder right, and proceeded to cut and trim 

the injury, thinking all the while what a pity it was that 
the trees should have been so knocked about by the storm. 

" Do you know who were the best gardeners in England 
in the olden times, Grant?" said the old gentleman as he 
stood below whetting my knife. 

" No, sir, — yes, I think I do," I hastened to add — " the 
monks. 
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"Exactly. We have them to thank for introducing 
and improving no end of plants and fruit-trees. They 
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were very great gardeners — famous gardeners and culti- 
vators of herbs and strange flowers, and it was thus that 
they, many of them, became the doctors or teachers of 
their district, and I've got an idea in my head that it 
was on just such a morning as this that some old monk — 
no, he must have been a young monk, and a very bold 
and clever one — here, take your knife, it's as sharp as a 
razor now." 

I stooped down and took the knife, and hanging my 
saw from one of the rounds of the ladder began to cut, 
and the old gentleman went on: 

" It must have been after such a morning as this, boy, 
that some monk made the first bold start at surgery." 

I looked down at him, and he went on: 

" You may depend upon it that during the storm some 
poor fellow had been caught out in the forest by a falling 
limb of a tree, one of the boughs of which pinned him to 
the ground and smashed his leg." 

"An oak-tree," I said, quite enjoying the fact that he 

was inventing a story. 

" No, boy, an elm. Oak branches when they break are 
so full of tough fibre that they hang on by the stump. 
It is your elm that is the treacherous tree, and snaps 
short off, and comes down like thunder," 

" An elm-tree, then," I said, paring away. 

"Yes, a huge branch of an elm, and there the poor fellow 
lay till some one heard his shouts and came to his help." 

"Where he would be lying in horrible agony," I said, 
trimming away at the bough. 

"Wrong again, Grant. Nature is kinder than that. 
With such an injury the poor fellow's limb would be 
numbed by the terrible shock, and possibly he felt but 
little pain. I knew an officer whose foot was taken off 
in a battle in India. A cannon-ball struck him just 
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above the ankle, and he felt a terrible blow, but it did not 
hurt him afterwards for the time; and all he thought of 
was that his horse was killed, till he began to struggle 
away from the fallen beast, when he found that his own 
leg was gone." 

"How horrible!" I said. 

"All war is horrible, my boy," he said gravely, "Well, 
,to go on with my story. I believe that they came and 
hoisted out the poor fellow under the tree, and carried 
him up to the old priory to have his broken leg cured by 
one of the monks, who would be out in his garden just 
the same as we are, Grant, cutting off and paring the 
broken boughs of his apple and pear trees. Then they 
laid him in one of the cells, and his leg was bound up 
and dressed with healing herbs, and the poor fellow was 
left to get well." 

"And did he?" I said. 

"Then the gardener monk went out into the garden 
again and continued to trim off the broken branches, 
sawing these and cutting those, and thinking all the 
while about his patient in the cell. 

"Then the next day came, and the poor fellow's relatives 

ran up to see him, and he was in very great agony, and 
they called upon the monks to help him, and they dressed 
the terrible injury again, and the poor fellow was very 
feverish and bad in spite of all that was done. But at 
last he dropped off into a weary sleep, and the poor 
people went away thinking what a great thing it was to 
have so much knowledge of healing, while, as soon as 
they had gone the monk shook his head. 

"Next day came, and the relatives and friends were 
delighted, for the pain was nearly all gone, and the injured 
man lay very still. 

"He'll soon get well now," they said; and they went 
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away full of hope and quite satisfied; but the monk, 
after he had given the patient some refreshing drink, 
went out into his garden among his trees, and then after 
walking about in the sunny walk under the old stone 
wall, he stopped by the mossy seat by the sun-dial, and 
stood looking down at the gnomon, whose shadow 
marked the hours, and sighed deeply as he thought how 
many times the shadow would point to noon before his 
poor patient was dead." 

"Why, I thought he was getting better," I said. 

"Carry your ladder to the next tree, Grant," said the 
old gentleman, "and you shall work while I prattle." 

I obeyed him, and this time I had a great apple-tree 
bough to operate upon with the thin saw. I began using 
the saw very gently, and listening, for I seemed to see 
that monk in his long gray garment, and rope round his 
waist, looking down at the sun-dial, when Old Brownsmith 
went on slowly: 

"He knew it could not be long first, for the man's leg 

was crushed and the bone splintered so terribly that it 
would never heal up, and that the calm sense of comfort 
was a bad sign, for the limb was mortifying, and unless 
that mortification was stopped the man must die." 

"Poor fellow!" I ejaculated, for the old man told the 
story with such earnestness that it seemed to be real. 

"Yes, poor fellow! That is what the monk said as he 
thought of all the herbs and decoctions he had made, and 
that not one of them would stop the terrible change that 
was going on. He felt how helpless he was, and at last, 
Grant, he sat down on the mossy old stone bench, and 
covering his face with his hands, cried like a child." 

"But he was a man," I said. 

"Yes, my lad; but there are times when men are so 
prostrated by misery and despair that they cry like women 
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— not often — perhaps only once or twice in a man's life. 
My monk cried bitterly, and then he jumped up, feelin 
ashamed of himself, and began walking up and down. 
Then he went and stood by the great fish stew, where 
the big carp and tench were growing fatter as they fed 
by night and basked in the sunshine among the water 
weeds by day; but no thought came to him as to how he 
could save the poor fellow lying in the cell." 

Old Brownsmith stopped to blow his nose on a brown- 
and-orange silk handkerchief, and stroke two or three 
cats, while I sawed away very slowly, waiting for what 
was to come. 

"Then he went round by where one apple-tree, like 
that, had lost a bough, and whose stump he had carefully 
trimmed — just as you are going to trim that, Grant." 

"I know," I cried, eagerly; "and then 

"You attend to your apple-tree, sir, and let me tell my 
story," he said, half gruffly, half in a good-humoured way, 
and I sawed away with my thin saw till I was quite 
through, and the stump I had cut off fell with such a 
bang that the cats all jumped in different directions, and 

then stared back at the stump with dilated eyes, till, see- 
ing that there was no danger, one big Tom went and 
rubbed himself against it from end to end, and the others 
followed suit. 

"All at once, as he stood staring at the broken tree, an 
idea flashed across his brain, Grant." 

"Yes," I said, pruning-knife in hand. 

"He knew that if he had not cut and trimmed off that 
branch the limb would have gone on decaying right away, 
and perhaps have killed the tree." 

"Yes, of course," I said, still watching him. 

"Isn't your knife sharp enough, my lad?" said Old 
Brownsmith dryly. 
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"Yes, sir/' I said; and I went on trimming. 

" Well, he thought that if this saved the tree, why- 
should it not save the life of the man?" and he grew so 
excited that he went in at once and had a look at the 
patient, and then went in to the prior, who shook his 
head. 

"'Poor fellow/ he said; 'he will die/ 

" ' Yes/ said the young monk, ' unless 

" ' Unless — ' said the prior. 

"'Yes, unless/ said the young monk; and he horrified 
the prior by telling him all his ideas, while the other 
monks shook their heads. 

" ' It could not be done/ they said. ' It would be too 
horrible/ 

" ' There is no horror in performing an act like that to 
save a man's life/ said the young monk ; ' it is a duty/ 

" ' But it would kill the poor fellow/ they chorused. 

" ' He will die as it is/ said the young monk. ' You 

said as much when I came in, and I am sure of it/ 
" ' Yes/ said the prior sadly, ' he will die/ 
"'This might save his life/ said the young monk; but 

the old men shook their heads. 

" ' Such a thing has never been done/ they said. ' It is 

too horrible/ 

" 'And even if it saved his life he would only have one 

leg/ 

" ' Better have no legs at all/ said the young monk, 
' than die before his time.' 

" ' But it would be his time/ said the old monks. 

" ' It would not be his time if I could save his life/ said 
the young monk. 

" But still the old monks shook their heads, and said 
that no man had ever yet heard of such a thing. It was 
too terrible to be thought of, and they frowned very 
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severely upon the young monk till the prior, who had 
been very thoughtful, exclaimed : 

" 'And cutting the limb off the apple-tree made you 
think that ? ' 

" The young monk said that it was so. 

" ' But a man is not an apple-tree,' said the oldest monk 
present; and all the others shook their heads again; but, 
oddly enough, a few minutes later they nodded their 
heads, for the prior suddenly exclaimed : 

" ' Our brother is quite right, and he shall try/ 

" There was a strange thrill ran through the monks, but 
what the prior said was law in those days, Grant, and in 
a few minutes it was known all through the priory that 
Brother Anselm was going to cut off the poor swineherd's 

leg " 

" Then — I say, my boy, I wish you'd go on with your 

work. I can't talk if you do not," said Old Brownsmith, 
with a comical look at me, and I went on busily again 
while he continued his story. 

" When Brother Anselm had obtained the prior's leave 
to try his experiment he felt nervous and shrank from 
the task. He went down the garden and looked at the 

trees that he had cut, and he felt more than ever that a 
man was, as the monks said, not an apple-tree. Then he 
examined the places which looked healthy and well, and 
he wondered whether if he performed such an operation 
on the poor patient he also would be healthy and well 
at the end of a week, and he shook his head and felt 
nervous." 

" If you please, Mr. Brownsmith/' I said, " I can't go 
on till you've done, and I must hear the end/' 

He chuckled a little, and seating himself on a bushel 
basket which he turned upside down, a couple of cats 
sprang in his lap, another got on his shoulder, and he 
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went on talking while I thrust an arm through one of 
the rounds of the ladder, and leaned back against it 

as he went on. 

" Well, Grant/' he said, " Brother Anselm felt sorry 
now that he had leave to perform his experiment, and 
he went slowly back to the cell and talked to the poor 
swineherd, a fine handsome, young man with fair curly 
brown hair and a skin as white as a woman's where the 
sun had not tanned him. 

"And he talked to him about how he felt; and the 
poor fellow said he felt much better and much worse — 



that the pain had all gone, but that he did not think he 
should ever be well any more. 

" This set the brother thinking more and more, but he 

felt that he could do nothing that day, and he waited till 
the next, lying awake all night thinking of what he 
would do and how he would do it, till the cold time about 
sunrise, when he had given up the idea in despair. But 
when he saw the light coming in the east, with the 
glorious gold and orange clouds, and then the bright 
sunshine of a new day, he began to think of how sad it 
would be for that young man, cut down as he had been 
in a moment, to be left to die when perhaps he might be 
saved. He thought, too, about trees that had been cut 
years before, and which had been healthy and well ever 
since, and that morning, feeling stronger in his deter- 
mination, he went to the cell where the patient lay, to 
talk to him, and the first thing the poor fellow said was: 
" * Tell me the truth, please. I'm going to die, am I 
not?' 

" The young monk was silent. 

" ' I know it/ said the swineherd sadly. ' I feel it now.' 
" Brother Anselm looked at him sadly for a few min- 
utes and then said to him: 
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" ' I must not deceive you at such a time — yes; but one 
thing might save your life.' 

"'What is that?' cried the poor fellow eagerly; and 
he told him as gently as he could of the great operation, 
expecting to see the patient shudder and turn faint. 

"'Well/ he said, when the monk had ended, 'why 
don't you do it ? ' 

" ' But would you rather suffer that — would you run 
the risk ? ' 

"'Am I not a man?' said the poor fellow calmly. 
* Yes : life is very sweet, and I would bear any pain that 
I might live.' 

" That settled the matter, and the monk went out of the 
cell to shut himself up in his own and pray for the space of 
two hours, and the old monks said that it was all talk, 
and that he had given up his horrible idea; but the prior 

knew better, and he was not a bit surprised to see 
Anselm coming out of his cell looking brave, and calm, 
and cool. 

"Then he took a bottle of plant juice that he knew 
helped to stop bleeding, and he got ready his bandages, 
and his keenest knives, and his saw, and a bowl of water, 
and then he thought for a bit, and ended by asking the 
monks which of them would help him, but they all 
shrank away and turned pale, all but the prior, who said 
he would help, and then they went into the poor fellow's 
cell." 

Old Brownsmith stopped here, and kept on stroking 
one of the cats for such a long time, beginning at the tip 
of his nose and going right on to the end of his tail, that 
I grew impatient. 

" And did he perform the opei^ation? " I said eagerly. 

" Yes, bravely and well, but of course very clumsily for 
want of experience. He cut off the leg, Grant, right 
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above where the bone was splintered, and all the terrible 
irritation was going on.' 1 

" And the poor fellow died after all ? " I said. 

" No, he did not, my lad; it left him terribly weak and 
he was very low for some days, but he began to mend 
from the very first, and I suppose when he grew well and 
strong he had to make himself a wooden leg or else to go 
about with a crutch. About that I know nothing. There 
was the poor fellow dying, and there was a gardener who 
knew that if the broken place were cut Nature would 
heal it up; for Nature likes to be helped sometimes, my 
boy, and she is waiting for you now." 

"Yes, sir, I'll do it directly/' I said, glancing at the 
stump I had sawn off, and thinking about the swine- 
herd's leg, and half- wondering that it did not bleed; "but 
tell me, please, is all that true?" 

" I'm afraid not, Grant," he said smiling; " but it is my 
idea — my theory about how our great surgeons gained 
their first knowledge from a gardener; and if it is not 
true, it might very well be." 

"Yes," I said, looking at him wonderingly as he smoothed 
the fur of his cats and was surrounded by them, rubbing 
themselves and purring loudly, " but I did not know you 
could tell stories like that." 

" I did not know it myself, Grant, till I began, and one 
word coaxed out another. Seriously, though, my boy, 
there is nothing to be ashamed of in being a gardener." 

" I'm not ashamed," I said; " I like it." 

" Gardeners can propagate and bring into use plants 
that may prove to be of great service to man; they can 
improve vegetables and fruits— and when you come to 
think of what a number of trees and plants are useful, 
you see what a field there is to work in ! Why, even a 
man who makes a better cabbage or potato grow than 
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we have had before is one who has been of great service 
to his fellow - creatures. So * work away; you may do 
something yet." 

"Yes/' I cried, "I'll work away and as hard as I can; 
but I begin to wish now that you had some glass. 

" So do I," said the old gentleman. 

"There!" I said, coming down the ladder, "I think that 
will heal up now, like the poor swineherd's leg. It's as 
smooth as smooth." 

" Let me look," said a voice behind me; and I started 
with surprise to find myself face to face with a man who 
seemed to be Old Brownsmith when he was, if not Young 
Brownsmith, just about what he would have been at 
forty. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 




BROTHER SOLOMON. 

HE new-comer went slowly up the ladder, looked 
at my work, and then took out a small knife 
with a flat ivory handle, came down again, 
stropped the knife on his boot, went up, and 
pared my stump just round the edge, taking off a very 
thin smooth piece of bark. 

" Good!" he said as he wiped his knife, came down, and 
put the knife away; "but your knife wanted a touch on 
a bit o' Turkey- stone. How are you, Ezra?" 

Old Brownsmith set down some cats gently, got up off 
the bushel basket slowly, and shook hands. 
"Fairly, Solomon, fairly; and how are you?" 
"Tidy," said the visitor, "tidy;" and he stared very 
hard at me. "This is him, is it?" 

"Yes, this is he, Solomon. Grant, my lad, this is my 
brother Solomon." 



I bowed after the old fashion taught at home. 

" Shake hands. How are you?" said Mr. Solomon; and 
I shook hands with him and said I was quite well, I 
thanked him ; and he said, " Hah ! " 

" He has just come up from Hampton, Grant — from 
Sir Francis Linton s. He's going to take you back." 

"Take me back, sir!" I said wonderingly. "Have — 
have I done anything you don't like?" 

"No, my lad, no — only I've taught you all I can; and 
now you will go with him and learn gardening under 
glass — to grow peaches, and grapes, and mushrooms, and 
all kinds of choice flowers." 



a n 
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I looked at him in a troubled way, and he hastened to 
add: 

"A fine opportunity for you, my boy. Brother Solomon 
is a very famous gardener and takes prizes at the shows." 

"Oh! as to that/' said Brother Solomon, "we're not 
much. We do the best we can/' 

" Horticultural medals, gold and bronze," said Old 
Brownsmith, smiling. " There ! — you'll have to do so as 
well, Grant, my lad — you will have to do me credit." 

I crept close to him and half- whispered: 

"But must I go, sir?" 

"Yes, my lad, it is for your benefit," he said rather 
sternly; and I suppose I gave him such a piteous look 
that his face softened a little and he patted my shoulder. 
Come," he said, "you must be a man!" 

I seemed to have something in my throat which I was 
obliged to swallow; but I made an effort, and after a 
trial or two found that I could speak more clearly. 

" Shall I have to go soon, sir ? " 

"Yes: now," said Old Brownsmith. 

" Not till I've had a look round," said Brother Solomon 
in a slow meditative way, as he took out a handkerchief 

and wiped his hands, staring about him at the trees and 
bushes, and then, as a cat gave a friendly rub against his 
leg, he stooped down after the fashion of his brother, 
picked it up, and held it on his arm, stroking it all the 

time. 

I had not liked the look of Brother Solomon, for he 
seemed cold, and quiet, and hard. His face looked stiff, 
as if he never by any chance smiled; and it appeared to 
me as if I were going from where I had been treated like 
a son to a home where I should be a stranger. 

"Yes," he said after looking about him, as if he were 
going to find fault, " I sha'n't go back just yet awhile." 
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"Oh no! you'll have a snap of something first, and Grant 
here will want a Lit of time to pack up his things." 

Old Brownsmith seemed to be speaking more kindly 
to me now, and this made me all the more miserable, for 
I had felt quite at home; and though Shock and I 
were bad friends, and Ike was not much of a companion, 
I did not want to leave them. 

Old Brownsmith saw my looks, and he said: 

"You will run over now and then to see me and tell 
me how you get on. Brother Solomon here never likes 
to leave his glass-houses, but you can get away now and 
then. Eh, Solomon?" 

"P'raps," said Brother Solomon, looking right away 
from us. "We shall see." 

My heart sank as I saw how cold and unsympathetic 
he seemed. I felt that I should never like him, and that 
he would never like me. He had hardly looked at me, 
but when he did there was to me the appearance in his 
eyes of his being a man who hated all boys as nuisances; 
and to make matters worse, he took his eyes off a bed of 
onions to turn them suddenly on his brother and say: 

"Hadn't he better go and make up his bundle?" 

"Yes, to be sure," said Old Brownsmith. " Go and tell 
Mrs. Dodley you want your clean clothes, my boy; and tell 
her my brother Solomon's going to have a bit with us." 

" And see whether your boy has given my horse his 
oats, will you?" said Brother Solomon. 

I went away, feeling very heavy-hearted, and found 
Shock in the stable, in the next stall to old Basket, watch- 
ing a fine stoutly-built cob that had just been taken out 
of a light cart. The horse's head-stall had been taken off, 
and a halter put on; and as he munched at his oats, Shock 
helped him, munching away at a few that he took from 
one hand. 
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I was in so friendly a mood to every one just then that 
I was about to go up and shake hands with Shock; but 
as soon as he saw me coming he dived under the manger, 
and crept through into old Basket's stall, and then thrust 
back his doubled fist at me, and there it was being shaken 
menacingly, as if he were threatening to punch my head. 

This exasperated me so that in an instant the honey 
within me was turned to vinegar, and I made a rush 
round at him, startling our old horse so that he snorted 
and plunged; but I did not catch Shock, for he dived back 
through the hole under the manger into the next stall. 
Then on under the manger where Brother Solomon's horse 
was feeding, making him start back and nearly break 
his halter, while Shock went on into the third stall, dis- 
turbing a hen from the nest she had made in the manner, 
and sending her cackling and screaming out into the 
yard, where the cock and the other hens joined in the 
hubbub. 

As I ran round to the third stall I was just in time to 
see Shock's legs disappearing, as he climbed up the per- 
pendicular ladder against the wall, and shot through the 

trap-door into the hay-loft. 

" You shall beg my pardon before I go," I said between 
my teeth, as I looked up, and there was his grubby fist 
coming out of the hole in the ceiling, and being shaken 
at me. 

I rushed at the ladder, and had ascended a couple of 
rounds, when bang went the trap-door, and there was a 
bump, which I knew meant that Shock had seated him- 
self on the trap, so that I could not get it up. 

" Oh, all right!" I said aloud. "I shan't come after 
you, you dirty old grub. I'm going away to-day, and you 
can shake your fist at somebody else." 

I had satisfied myself that Brother Solomon's horse was 
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all right, so I now strode up to the house and told Mrs. 
Dodley to -spread the table for a visitor, and said that I 
should want my clean things as I was going away. 

"What! for a holiday?'' she said. 

"No; I'm going away altogether," I said. 

" I know'd it," she cried angrily; "I know'd it. I always 
said it would come to that with you mixing yourself up 
with that bye. A nasty dirty hay-and-straw-slceping 
young rascal, as is more like a monkey than a bye. And 
now you're to be sent away." 

"Yes," I said grimly; "now I'm to be sent away." 

She stood frowning at me for a minute, and then took 
off her dirty apron and put on a clean one, with a good 
deal of angry snatching. 

"I shall just go and give Mr. Brownsmith a bit of my 
mind," she said. "I won't have you sent away like that, 
and all on account of that bye." 

" No, no/' I said. " I'm going away with Mr. Brown- 
smith's brother, to learn all about hothouses I suppose." 

" Oh, my dear bye ! " she exclaimed. " You mustn't do 
that. You'll have to be stoking and poking all night 
long, and ketch your death o' cold, and be laid up, and 
be ill-used, and be away from everybody who cares for 
you, and and I don't want you to go." 

The tears began to run down the poor homely-looking 
woman's face, and affected me, so that I was obliged to 
run out, or I should have caught her complaint. 

"I must be a man over it," I said. "I suppose it's 
right;" and I went off down the garden to say "Good-bye" 
to the men and women, and have a few last words with 
Ike. 

As I went down the garden I suddenly began to feel 

that for a long time past it had been my home, and that 
every tree I passed was an old friend. I had not known 
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it before, but it struck me now that I had been very 
happy there leading a calm peaceable life; and now I was 
going away to fresh troubles and cares amongst strangers, 
and it seemed as if I should never be so happy again. 

To make matters worse I was going down the path that 
I had traversed that day so long ago, when I first went 
to buy some fruit and flowers for my mother, and this 
brought back her illness, and the terrible trouble that had 
followed. Then I seemed to see myself up at the window 
over the wall there, at Mrs. Beeton's, watching the garden, 
and Shock throwing dabs of clay at me with the stick. 

"Poor old Shock!" I said. "I wonder whether he'll be 
glad when I'm gone. I suppose he will." 

I was thinking about how funny it was that we had 
never become a bit nearer to being friendly, and then I 
turned miserable and choking, for I came upon half a 
dozen of the women pulling and bunching onions for 
market. 

" I've come to say good-bye," I cried huskily. " I'm 



going away. 

" Oh ! are you ? " said one of them just looking up. " Good 
luck to you!" 

The coolness of the rough woman seemed to act as a 
check on my sentimentality, and I went on feeling quite 
hurt; and a few minutes later I was quite angry, for I 
came to where the men were digging, and told them I was 
going away, and one of them stopped, and stared, and 
said: 

" All right! will yer leave us a lock of yer hair?" 
I went on, and they shouted after me: 
" I say, stand a gallon o' beer afore you go." 
" There's nobody cares for me but poor Mrs. Dodley," 
I said to myself in a choking voice, and then my pride 
gave me strength. 
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" Very well/' I exclaimed aloud; "if they don't care, I 
don't, and I'm glad I'm going, and I shall be very glad 

when I'm gone." 

That was not true, for, as I went on, I saw this tree 
whose pears I had picked, and that apple-tree whose 
beautiful rosy fruit I had put so carefully into baskets. 
There were the plum-trees I had learned how to prune 
and nail, and whose violet and golden fruit I had so often 
watched ripening. That was where George Day had 
scrambled over, and I had hung on to his legs, and 

there — 

No; I turned away from that path, for there were the 

two brothers slowly walking along with the cats, looking 

at the different crops, and I did not want to be seen then 

by one who was so ready to throw me over, and by the 

other, who seemed so cold and hard, and was, I felt, going 

to be a regular tyrant. 

" And I'm all alone, and not even a cat to care about 
me," I said to myself; and, weak and miserable, the tears 
came into my eyes as I stopped in one of the cross paths. 

I started, and dashed away a tear or two that made me 
feel like a girl, for just then there was a rustle, and look- 
ing round, there was one of Old Brownsmith's cats com- 
ing along the path with curved back, and tail drooped 
sidewise, and every hair upon it erect till it looked like 
a drooping plume. 

The cat suddenly rushed at me, stopped short, tore 
round me, and then ran a little way, and crouched, as if 
about to make a spring upon me, ending by walking up 
in a very stately way to rub himself against my leg. 

"Why, Ginger, old fellow," I said, "are you come to say 
good-bye ? " 

I don't think the cat understood me, but he looked 
up, blinked, and uttered a pathetic kind of mew that 
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went to my heart, as I stooped down and lifted him up 
in my arms to hug him to my breast, where he nestled, 
purring loudly, and inserting his claws gently into my 
jacket, and tearing them out, as if the act was satisfactory. 

He was an ugly great sandy Tom, with stripes down 
his sides, but he seemed to me just then to be the hand- 
somest cat I had ever seen, and the best friend I had in 
the world, and I made a vow that I would ask Old Brown- 
smith to let me have him to take with me, if his brother 
would allow me to include him in my belongings. 

"Will you come with me, Ginger?" I said, stroking him. 

The cat purred and went on, climbing up to my shoulder, 
where there was not much room for him, but he set his 
fore-paws on my shoulder, drove them into my jacket, 
and let his hind-legs go well down my back before he 
hooked on there, crouching close to me, and seeming per- 
fectly happy as I walked on wondering where Ike was at 
work. 

I found him at last, busy trenching some ground at the 
back of Shock's kitchen, as I called the shed where he 
cooked his potatoes and snails. 

As I came up to the old fellow he glanced at me surlily, 
stopped digging, and began to scrape his big shining spade. 

"Hullo!" he said gruffly; and the faint hope that he 
would be sorry died away. 

"Ike," I said, "I'm going away/' 

"What?" he shouted. 

"I'm going to leave here," I said. 

"Get out, you discontented warmint!" he cried savagely, 
"you don't know when you're well off." 

"Yes, I do," I said; "but Mr. Brownsmith's going to 

send me away." 

"What!" he roared, driving in his spade, and beginning 
to dig with all his might. 
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"Mr. Brownsmith's going to send me away." 

"Old Brownsmith's going to send you away?" 

"Yes." 

"Why, what have you been adoin' of?" he cried more 
fiercely than ever, as he drove his spade into the earth. 

"Nothing at all." 

"He wouldn't send you away for doing nothing at all," 
cried Ike, giving an obstinate clod that he had turned up a 
tremendous blow with his spade, and turning it into soft 
mould. 

"I'm to go to Hampton with Mr. Brownsmith's brother," 
I said, "to learn all about glass-houses." 

"What, Old Brownsmith's brother Sol?" 

"Yes," I said sadly, as I petted and caressed the cat. 

"He's a tartar and a tyrant, that's what he is," said Ike 
fiercely, and he drove in his spade as if he meant to reach 
Australia. 

"But he understands glass," I said. 

"Smash his glass!" growled Ike, digging away like a 
machine. 

"I'm going to-day," I said after a pause, and with all a 
boy's longing for a sympathetic word or two. 

"Oh! are you?" he said sulkily. 

"Yes, and I don't know when I shall get over here 
again." 

"Course you don't," growled Ike, smashing another clod. 

I stood patting the cat, hoping that Ike would stretch 
out his great rough hand to me to say "Good-bye;" but 
he went on digging, as if he were very cross. 

"I didn't know it till to-day, Ike," I said. 

"Ho!" said Ike with a snap, and he bent down to chop 
an enormous earthworm in two, but instead of doing so 
he gave it a flip with the corner of his spade, and sent it 
flying up into a pear-tree, where I saw it hanging across 
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a twig till it writhed itself over, when, one end of its long 
body being heavier than the other, it dropped back on to 
the soft earth with a slight pat. 

Still Ike did not speak, and all at once I heard Old 
Brownsmith's voice calling. 

"I must go now, Ike," I said, "I'll come back and say 
" Good-bye." 

" And after the way as I've tried to make a man of yer," 
he said as if talking to his mother earth, which he was 
chopping so remorselessly. 

"It isn't my fault, Ike," I said. "I'll come over and see 
you again as soon as I can." 

"Who said it war your fault?" 

"No one, Ike," I said humbly. "Don't be cross with me." 

"Who is cross with yer?" cried Ike, cleaning his spade. 

"You seemed to be." 

"Hah!" 

"I will come and see you again as soon as I can," I re- 
peated. 

"Nobody don't want you," he growled. 

" Grant ! " 

"Coming, sir," I shouted back, and then I turned to 

Ike, who dug away as hard as ever he could, without 
looking at me, and with a sigh I hurried off, feeling that 
I must have been behaving very ungratefully to him. 
Then there was a sense as of resentment as I thought of 
how calmly everybody seemed to take my departure, 
making me think that I had done nothing to win people's 

liking, and that I must be a very unpleasant, disagreeable 
kind of lad, since, with the exception of Mrs. Dodley and 
the cat, nobody seemed to care whether I went away or 
stayed. 



CHAPTER XX, 



A COLD START IN A NEW LIFE. 




ROTHER Solomon loitered about the garden 
with Old Brownsmith, and it was not until 
we had had an early tea that I had to fetch 
down my little box to put in the cart, which 
was standing in the yard with Shock holding the horse, 
and teasing it by thrusting a barley straw in its nostrils 
and ears. 

As I came down with the box, Mrs. Dodley said 
"Good-bye" very warmly and wetly on my face, giving 
a sob as she said : 

"Mind you send me all your stockings and shirts and 
I'll always put them right for you, my dear, and Good- 
bye." 

She hurried away, and as soon as my box was in the 
cart I ran down the garden to say "Good-bye" to Ike; 
but he had gone home, so I was told, and I came back 
disappointed. 

"Good-bye, Shock!" I said, holding out my hand; but 
he did not take it, only stared at me stolidly, just as if he 
hated me and was glad I was going; and this nettled me 
so that I did not mind his sulkiness, and drawing myself 
up, I tried hard to smile and look as if I didn't care 
a bit. 

Brother Solomon came slowly towards the cart, rolling 
the stalk of a rosebud in his mouth, and as he took the 
reins he said to one of the chimneys at the top of the 
house : 
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"If I was you, Ez., I'd plant a good big bit with that 
winter lettuce. You'll find 'em go off well." 

I knew now that he was talking to his brother, but he 
certainly seemed to be addressing himself to the chimney- 
pot. 

"I will, Sol., a whole rood of 'em/' said Old Brownsmith, 
"and thank ye for the advice." 

"Quite welkim," said Brother Solomon to the horse's 
ears. "Jump up." 

He seemed to say this to Shock, who stared at him, 
wrinkled up his face, and shook his head. 

"Yes, jump up, Grant, my lad/' said Old Brownsmith. 
''Fine evening for your drive." 

"Yes, sir," I said, "good-bye; and say good-bye to Ike 
for me, will you, please?" 

"Yes, to be sure, good-bye; God bless you, lad; and do 
your best." 

And I was so firm and hard just before, thinking no 
one cared for me, that I was ready to smile as I went 
away. 

That "God bless you!" did it, and that firm pressure of 
the hand. He did like me, then, and was sorry I was 

going; and though I tried to speak, not a word would 
come. I could only pinch my lips together and give him 
an agonized look — the look of an orphan boy going off 
into what was to him an unknown world. 

I was so blinded by a kind of mist in my eyes that I 
could not distinctly see that all the men and women were 
gathered together close to the cart, it being near leaving 
time; but I did see that Brother Solomon nodded at one of 
the gate-posts, as he said: 

"Tick! go on." 

And then, as the wheels turned and we were going out 
of the gate, there was a hoarse "Hooroar !" from the men, 
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and a shrill "Hurray!" from the women; and then 
whack ! 

A great stone had hit the panel at the back of the 
cart, and I knew without telling that it was Shock who 
had thrown that stone. 

Then we were fairly off, with Brother Solomon sitting 
straight up in the cart beside me, and the horse throwing 
out his legs in a great swinging trot that soon carried us 
past the walls of Old Brownsmith's garden, and past the 
hedges into the main road, on a glorious evening that had 
succeeded the storm of the previous night; but, fast as the 
horse went, Brother Solomon did not seem satisfied, for 
he kept on screwing up his lips and making a noise, like 
a young thrush just out of the nest, to hurry the horse on, 
but it had not the slightest effect, for the animal had its 
own pace — a very quick one, and kept to it. 

I never remember the lane to have looked so beautiful 
before. The great elm-trees in the hedgerow seemed 

gilded by the sinking sun, and the fields were of a glorious 
green, while a flock of rooks, startled by the horse's hoofs, 
flew off with a loud cawing noise, and I could see the 
purply black feathers on their backs glisten as they 
caught the light. 

The wheels spun round and seemed to form a kind of 
tune that had something to do with my going away, 
while as the horse trotted on and on, uttering a snort at 
times as if glad to be homeward bound, my heart seemed 
to sink lower and lower, and I looked in vain for a sym- 
pathetic glance or a word of encouragement and comfort 
from the silent stolid man at my side. 

"But some of them were sorry I was going!" I thought 
with a flash of joy, which went away at once as I re- 
called the behaviour of Ike and Shock, towards whom I 
felt something like resentment, till I thought again that 
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I was for the second time going away from home, and 
this time among people who were all as strange as strange 
could be. 

At any other time it would have been a pleasant even- 
ing drive, but certainly one wanted a different driver, for 
whether it was our crops at Old Brownsmith's, or the 
idea that he had undertaken a great responsibility in 
taking charge of me, or whether at any moment he anti- 
cipated meeting with an accident, I don't know. All I 
do know is that Mr. Solomon did not speak to me once, 
but sat rolling the flower-stalk in his mouth, and staring 
right before him, aiming straight at some place or another 
that was going to be my prison, and all the while the 
sturdy horse trotted fast, the wheels spun round, and there 
was a disposition on the part of my box to hop and slide 
about on the great knot in the centre made by the cord. 

Fields and hedgerows, and gentlemen's residences with 
lawns and gardens, first on one side and then on another, 
but they only suggested hiding-places to me as I sat there 
wondering what would be the consequences if I were to 
slip over the back of the seat on to my box when Mr. 

Solomon was not looking, and then over the back of the 
cart and escape. 

The idea was too childish, but it kept coming again 
and again all through that dismal journey. 

All at once, after an hour's drive, I caught sight of a 

great white house among some trees, and as we passed it 
Mr. Solomon slowly turned round to me and gave his 
head a jerk, which nearly shook off his hat. Then he 
poked it back straight with the handle of his whip, and 
I wondered what he meant; but realized directly after 
that he wished to draw my attention to that house as 
being probably the one to which we were bound, for a 
few minutes later, after driving for some distance bv a 
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high blank wall, he stuck the whip behind him, and the 
horse stopped of its own accord with its nose close to 

some great closed gates. 

On either side of these was a brick pillar, with what 
looked like an enormous stone egg in an egg-cup on the 
top, while on the right-hand pillar there was painted a 
square white patch, in the centre of which was a black 
knob looking out of it like an eye. 

I quite started, so wrapped was I in thought, when Mr. 
Solomon spoke for the first time in a sharp decided way. 

" Pop out and pull that bell," he said, looking at it as 
if he wondered whether it would ring without being 
touched 

I hurriedly got down and pulled the knob, feeling 
ashamed the next moment, for my act seemed to have 
awakened the sleepy place. There was a tremendous 
jangling of a great angry -voiced bell which sounded 
hollow and echoing all over the place; there was the 
rattling of chains, as half a dozen dogs seemed to have 

rushed out of their kennels, and they began baying 
furiously, with the result that the horse threw up his 
head and uttered a loud neigh. Then there was a tramp- 
ling, as of some one in very heavy nailed boots over a paved 
yard, and after the rattling of bolts, the clang of a great 
iron bar, and the sharp click of a big lock, a sour-looking 
man drew back first one gate and then the other, each 
fold uttering a dissatisfied creak as if disliking to be 

disturbed. 

The horse wanted no driving, but walked right into the 
yard and across to a large open shed, while five dogs — ■ 
there were not six — barked and bayed at me, tugging at 
their chains. There was a large Newfoundland — this was 
before the days of St. Bernards — a couple of spotted coach- 
dogs, a great hound of some kind with shortly cropped 
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ears, and looking like a terrier grown out of knowledge, 
and a curly black retriever, each of which had a great 
green kennel, and they tugged so furiously at their chains 
that it seemed as if they would drag their houses across 
the yard in an attack upon the stranger. k 

"Get out!" shouted Mr. Solomon as the sour-looking 
man closed and fastened the doors; but the dogs barked 
the more furiously. " Here, come along," said Mr. Solo- 
mon to me, and he took me up to the great furious-look- 
ing hound on whose neck, as I approached, I could see a 
brass collar studded with spikes, while as we closed up, 
his white teeth glistened, and I could see right into his 
great red mouth with its black gums. 

"Hi, Nero!" cried Mr. Solomon, as I began to feel ex- 
tremely nervous. " Steady, boy. This is Grant. Now, 
Grant, make friends." 

There was a tremendous chorus of barks here, just as 
if Nero was out of patience, and the other four dogs were 
savage because he was going to be fed with the new boy 
before them; but as Mr. Solomon laid his hand on the 
great fierce-looking beast's head it ceased barking, and 
the others stopped as well. 

" He won't hurt you now," said Mr. Solomon. " Come 
close." 

I did not like the task, for I was doubtful of the 
gardener's knowledge, but I did go close up, and the 
great dog began to smell me from my toes upwards, and 
subsided into a low growl that sounded like disappoint- 
ment that he was not to eat me. 

" Pat him now," said Mr. Solomon. 

I obeyed rather nervously, and the great dog threw up 
his head and began striking at me with one great paw, 
which I found meant that it was to be taken, and I gave 
it a friendly shake. 

(289) 
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Hereupon there was a chorus of short sharp whining 
barks and snaps from the other dogs, all of which began 
to strain at their chains with renewed vigour. 

"Go and pat 'em all," said Mr. Solomon; "they'll make 
friends now." 

I went to the great shaggy Newfoundland, who smelt 
me, and then threw himself up on his hind legs, and 
hanging against his chain put out his tongue in the most 
rollicking fashion, and offered me both his hands — I mean 
paws — in token of friendship. Then the retriever literally 
danced, and yelped, and jumped over his chain, favouring 
me with a lick or two on the hand, while the two spotted 
coach-dogs cowered down, licked my boots, and yelped as 
I patted them in turn. 

Only so many dogs, who barked again as I left them, 
but it seemed to do me good, and I felt better and readier 
to help Mr. Solomon when he called me to aid in un- 
harnessing the horse, which trotted of its own free-will 
into its stable, while we ran the cart back into the shed, 
and lifted my box out on to the stones. 

" That'll be all right till we fetch it," said Mr. Solomon 
in his quiet dry way, and he led the way into the stable, 
where, as I was thinking how hard and unfriendly he 
seemed, he went up to the horse, patted it kindly, and 
ended by going to a bin, rilling a large measure .with oats; 
and taking them to the horse, which gave a snort of satis- 
faction as they were turned into its manger. 

"Shall I get a pail of water for him, sir?" I said. 

He looked at me and nodded, and I went out to a great 
pump in the middle of the yard with a hook on its spout, 
upon which I was able to hang the stable pail as I worked 
hard to throw the long handle up and down. 

"Wages!" said Mr. Solomon, taking the pail from me 
and holding it for the horse to drink. 
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For the moment I felt confused, not knowing whether 
he meant that as a question about what wages I required, 
but he turned his back, and by degrees I found that he 
meant that the corn and water were the horse's wages. 

He busied himself about the horse for some minutes in 
a quiet punctilious way, for the sour-looking man had 
gone, and as I waited about, the great yard seemed with 
its big wall and gates, and dog-kennels, such a cold cheer- 
less place that the trees had all turned the shabby parts 
of their backs to it and were looking the other way. 
Everything was very prim and clean and freshly painted, 
and only in one place could I see some short grass peeping 
between the stones. There was a patch of moss, too, like 
a dark green velvet pin-cushion on the top of the little pent- 
house where the big bell lived on the end of a great curly 
spring, otherwise everything was carefully painted, and 
the row of stabling buildings with rooms over looked like 
prisons for horses and their warders, who must, I felt, live 
very unhappy lives. 

There was one door up in a corner of the great yard, 
riffht in the wall, and down towards this, from where it 
had grown on the other side, there hung a few strands of 
ivy in a very untidy fashion, and it struck me that this 
ivy did not belong to the yard, or else it would have 
been clipped or cut away. 

In summer, with the warm glow of the setting sun 
in the sky, the place looked shivery and depressing, and 

as I waited for Mr. Solomon I found myself thinkin 
what a place it must be in the winter when the snow had 
fallen and drifted into the corners, and how miserable the 
poor dogs must be. 

Then as I stood looking at my box and wondering 
what Shock was doing, and whether he had gone to his 
home or was sleeping in the loft, and why Ike was so 
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surly to me, and what a miserable piece of business it 
was that I should have to leave that pleasant old garden 
and Old Brownsmith, I suddenly felt a hand laid upon 

my shoulder. 

I started and stared as I saw Mr. Solomon's cold, stern 
face. 

" Come along," he said; and he led the way to that 
door in the corner that seemed to me as if it led into an 
inner prison. 

I shivered and felt depressed and cold as we went 
towards the door, and, to make matters worse, the dogs 
rattled their chains and howled in chorus as if, having 
made friends, they were very sorry for me. The big 
hound, Nero, seemed the most sorrowful of all, and 
putting his head as high as he could reach he uttered a 
deep hollow howl, that to my excited fancy sounded like 
"Poooooor boooooy!" just as Mr. Solomon, with a face 



as stern as an executioners might have been as he led 
someone to the Tower block, threw open the great door 
in the wall and said shortly: 

" Go on ! " 

I went on before him, passed through in a wretched, 
despairing way, wishing I had been a boy like Shock, who 
was not ashamed to run away, and then, as I took a few 

steps forward, I uttered a loud " Oh!" 



CHAPTER XXL 



I LOOK ROUND. 




Y ejaculation made Mr. Solomon look com- 
pletely changed, for, as I glanced back at him, 
I could see that there was a twinkle in his 
eyes and a little dent or two about the corners 
of his lips, but as he saw me looking wonderingly at him 
he became cold and stern of aspect again. 
" Well," he said shortly, " will that do?" 
"Do, sir!" I cried excitedly; "is this your garden?" 
" Master's," he said, shortly. 
" Your master's garden? " 

"And your master's, too," he said. "Well, will it do?" 
" Do! " I cried; " it's lovely. I never saw such a beauti- 
ful garden in my life. What a lawn! what paths! what 
flowers!" 

"What a lot o' work, eh? What a lot to do?" 

"Yes," I said; "but what a place!" 

After that cold cheerless yard I seemed to have stepped 
into a perfect paradise of flowers and ornamental ever- 
greens. A lawn like green velvet led up to a vast, 
closely-clipped yew hedge, and down to a glistening pool, 
full of great broad lily leaves, and with the silver cups 
floating on the golden surface, for the water reflected the 
tints in the skies. Here and there were gray-looking 
statues in nooks among the evergreens, and the great 
beauty of all to me was that there was no regularity 
about the place; it was all up and down, and fresh 
beauties struck the eye at every glance. Paths wandered 
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here and there, great clumps of ornamental trees hid 
other clumps, and patches of soft velvet turf were every- 
where showing up beds in which were masses of flowers 
of every hue. There were cedars, too, that seemed to be 
laying their great broad boughs upon the grass in utter 
weariness — they were so heavy and thick; slopes that 
were masses of rhododendrons, and when I had feasted 
my eyes for a time on one part Mr. Solomon led me on 
in his serious way to another, where fresh points of 
beauty struck the eye. 

"It's lovely/' I cried. "Oh! Mr. Solomon, what a 
garden ! " 

" Mr. Brownsmith, not Mr. Solomon," he said rather 
gruffly; and I apologized and remembered; but I must go 
on calling him Mr. Solomon to distinguish him from my 
older friend. 

" I never saw such a place/' I added; "and it's kept so 

well." 

" Tidyish — pretty tidy/' he said coldly. " Not enough 
hands. Only nine and me — and you — but we do our 
best." 

" Why, it's perfection ! " I cried. 

" No it ain't," he said gruffly. " Too much glass. 
Takes a deal o' time. I shall make you a glass boy 
mostly." 

" Make me — a what, sir ? " 

" Glass boy. You'll see." 

I said " Oh," and began to understand. 

" Was it like this when you came ? " I said. 

I was very glad I said it, for Mr. Solomon's mouth 
twitched, then his eyes closed, and there were pleasant 
wrinkles all over his face, while he shook himself all 
over, and made a sound, or series of sounds, as if he were 
trying to bray like a donkey. I thought he was at first, 
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but it was his way of laughing, and he pulled himself up 
short directly and looked quite severe as he smoothed the 
wrinkles out of his face as if it were a Led, and he had 
been using a rake. 

"Not a bit," he said. "Twenty years ago. Bit of 
garden to the house with the big trees and cedars. All 
the rest fields and a great up-and-down gravel pit." 

" And you made it like this?" I cried with animation. 

He nodded. 

"Like it?" he asked. 

" Like it!" I cried. " Oh ! " 

" Come along," he said. " This is the ornamental. 
Useful alono; here." 

I followed him down a curving path, and at a turn he 
gave his head a jerk over his right shoulder. 

" House ! " he said. 

I looked in the indicated direction, and could see the 
very handsome long, low, white house, with a broad 
green verandah in the front, and a great range of conser- 
vatories at one end, whose glass glistened in the evening 
light. The house stood on a kind of terrace, and lawn, 
and patches of flowers and shrubs sloped away from it 
down into quite a dell. 

" Old gravel pits," said Mr. Solomon, noticing the way 
I gazed about the place. " Come along." 

He walked up to a great thick yew hedge with an 
archway of deep green in it, and as soon as we were 
through he said shortly: 

" Useful/ 5 

I stared with wonder, for though I was now in a fruit 

and vegetable garden it was wonderfully different to Old 
Brownsmith's, for here, in addition to exquisite neatness, 
there was some attempt at ornamentation. As soon as 
we had passed under the green arch we were on a great 
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grass walk, beautifully soft and velvety, with here and 
there stone seats, and a group of stone figures at the farther 
end. Eight and left were abundance of old-fashioned 
flowers, but in addition there were neatly trained and 
trimmed fruit-trees by the hundred, not allowed to grow 
high like ours, but tied down as espaliers, and full of the 
promise of fruit. 

Away right and left I could see great red brick walls 
covered with more fruit-trees spread out like fans, or with 
one big stem going straight up and the branches trained 
right and left in straight lines. 

Everywhere the garden was a scene of abundance: great 
asparagus beds, trim and well-kept rows of peas laden 
with pods, scarlet-runners running at a tremendous rate 
up sticks; and lower down, quite an orchard of big pyra- 
mid pear and apple trees. 

"Like it?" said Mr. Solomon, watching me narrowly. 

"I can't tell you how much, sir!" I cried excitedly. 
" I never thought to see such a garden as this." 

" Ain't half seen it yet," he replied. " Come and see the 
glass." 

He led me towards where I could see ranges of glass 
houses, looking white and shining amongst the trees, and 
as we went on he pointed to different plots of vegetables 
and other objects of interest. 

"Pump and well," he said. "Deep. 'Nother at the 
bottom. Dry in summer; plenty in the pools. Frames 
and pits yonder. Nobody at home but the young gents. 
Wish they weren't," he added in a growl. " Limbs, both 
of them. Like to know where you are to live?" he said. 

"Yes, sir. Is it at the house?" 

" No. Yonder." 

He pointed to a low cottage covered with a large wis- 
taria, and built almost in the middle of the great fruit 
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and vegetable garden, while between it and the great 

yew hedge lay the range of glass houses. 

You can find your way?" 

" Yes, sir," I said, feeling damped again by his cold 
manner. "Are you going?" 

" Yes, now." 

"Shall I fetch my box, sir?" 

"No; I told Tom to take it to the cottage. You would 
like to look round and see where you'll work? Don't 
want to begin to-night, eh?" 

" Yes, sir, I'm ready, if you like," I said. 

"Humph!" he ejaculated. "Well, perhaps we'll go and 
look at the fires by and by. You're my apprentice now, 
you know. 

"Am I, sir?" 

"Yes; didn't Brother Ezra tell you?" 

I shook my head. 

"Don't matter. Come to learn glass. There's the 
houses; go and look round. I'll call you when supper's 
ready." 

I don't know whether I felt in good spirits or bad; but 
I soon ceased to think of everything but what I was 
seeing, as, being about to become a glass boy, I entered 
one of the great hothouses belonging to the large range 

of glass buildings. 

A warm sweet-scented puff of air saluted me as I raised 
the copper latch of the door, and found myself in a great 
red-tiled vinery, with long canes trained from the rich 
soil at the roots straight up to the very ridge, while, with 
wonderful regularity, large bunches like inverted cones 
of great black grapes hung suspended from the tied-in 
twigs. There were rows of black iron pipes along the 
sides from which rose a soft heat, and the effect of this 
was visible in the rich juicy-looking berries covered with 
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a pearly bloom, while from succulent shoot, leaf, and ten- 
dril rose the delicious scent that had saluted me as soon 
as I entered the place. 

From this glass palace of a house, as it seemed to me, 
I went down into a far hotter place, where the walls were 
whitewashed and the glass roof very low. There was a 
peculiar odour of tan here, and as I closed the door after 
me the atmosphere felt hot and steamy. 

But the sight that greeted my eyes made me forget all 
other sensations, for there all along the centre were 
what seemed to be beautiful, luxuriant aloes; and as I 
thought of the old story that they bloomed only once in 
a hundred years, I began to wonder how long it was 
since one of these spiky-leaved plants had blossomed, and 
then I cried excitedly: 

"Pine-apples!" 

True enough they were, for I had entered a large 
pinery where fruits were ripening and others coming on 
in the most beautiful manner, while what struck me most 
was the perfection and neatness of all the place. 

Then I found myself in another grape-house where the 
vines bore oval white grapes, with a label to tell that 
they were Muscats. Then I went on into a long low 
house full of figs — small dumpy fig-trees in pots, with a 
peculiar odour rising from them through the hot moist air. 

Again I was in a long low place something like the 
pinery, and here I was amongst melons — large netted- 
skinned melons of all sizes, some being quite huge, and 
apparently ready to cut. 

I could have stayed in these various houses for hours, 
but I was anxious to see all I could, and I passed on over 
the red-tiled floor to a door which opened at once into 
the largest and most spacious house I had seen. 

Here the air was comparatively cool, and there was 
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quite a soft breeze from the open windows as I walked 
along between little trees that formed a complete grove, 
with cross paths and side walks, and every long leaf 
looking dark and clear and healthy. 

I could not keep back an exclamation of delight as I 
stopped in one of the paths of this beautiful little grove; 
for all about me the trees were laden with fruit in a way 
that set me thinking of the garden traversed by Aladdin 
when in search of the wonderful lamp. 

I was in no magic cave, it is true, but I was in a sort 
of crystal palace of great extent, with here and there 
beautiful creepers running along rods up the sides and 
across close to the roof, while my trees were not laden 
with what looked like bits of coloured glass, but the 
loveliest of fruit, some smooth and of rich, deep, fiery 
crimson; others yellowish or with russet gold on their 
smooth skins, while others again were larger and covered 
with a fine down, upon which lay a rich soft carmine 
flush. 

I had seen peaches and nectarines growing before, 
trained up against walls; but here they were studded 
about beautiful little unsupported trees, and their numbers 
and the novelty of the sight were to me delightful. 

I began to understand now why Old Brownsmith had 
arranged with his brother for me to come; and, full of 
visions of the future and of how I was going to learn 
how to grow fruit in this perfection, I stopped, gazing 
here and there at the ripe and ripening peaches, that 
looked so beautiful that I thought it would be a sin for 
them to be picked. 

In fact, I had been so long amongst fruit that, though 
I liked it, I found so much pleasure in its production that 
I rarely thought of eating any, and though this sounds 
a strange thing for a boy to say, it is none the less per- 
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fectly true, in fact, as a rule, gardeners rather grudge 
themselves a taste of their own delicacies. 

I must have been in this house a full quarter of an 
hour, and had only seen one end, and I had turned into 
a cross walk of red tiles looking to right and left, when, 
just beyond the stem of one peach-tree whose fruit was 
ripening and had ripened fast, I saw just as it had fallen 
one great juicy peach with a bruise on its side, and a 
crack through which its delicious essence was escaping. 
Pale creamy was the downy skin, with a bloom of softest 
crimson on the side beyond the bruise and crack, and, 
making a soft hissing noise as I drew in my breath — a 
noise that I meant to express, "Oh, what a pity!" — I 
stooped down and reached over to pick up the damaged 
fruit, and to lay it upon one of the open shelves where I 
had seen a couple more already placed. 

I heard no step, had seen no one in the place, but just 
as I leaned over to get the fruit there was a swishing 
sound as of something parting the air with great swift- 
ness, and I uttered a cry of pain, for I felt a sensation as 
if a sharp knife had suddenly fallen upon my back, and 
that knife was red hot, and, after it had divided it, had 
seared the flesh. 

I had taken the peach in my hand when the pain made 
me involuntarily crush it before it fell from my fingers 
upon the rich earth; and, grinding my teeth with rage 
and agony, I started round to face whoever it was that 
had struck me so cruel a blow. 



CHAPTER XXII. 



MASTER PHILIP. 




HAT! I caught you then, did I?" cried a sharp 

unpleasant voice. "Just dropped upon you, 

did I, my fine fellow? You scoundrel, how 

dare you steal our peaches!" 

The speaker was a boy of somewhere about my own 

age, and as I faced him I saw that he was thin, and had 

black hair, a yellowish skin, and dark eyes. He was 

showing his rather irregular teeth in a sneering smile 

that made his hooked nose seem to hang over his mouth, 
while his high-pitched, harsh, girlish voice rang and 
buzzed in my ears in a discordant way. 

I did not answer; I felt as if I could not speak. All I 
wanted to do was to fly at him and strike out wildly, 
while something seemed to hold me back as he stood 
vapouring before me, swishing about the thin, black, 
silver-handled cane he carried, and at every swish he cut 
some leaf or twig. 

"How dare you strike me?" I cried at last furiously, 
and I advanced with my teeth set and my fists clenched, 
forgetting my position there, and not even troubling my- 
self in my hot passion to wonder who or what this boy 
might be. 

"How dare I, you ugly-looking dog!" he cried, retreat- 
ing before me a step or two. " I'll soon let you know 

that. Who are you, you thief ?" 

" I'm not a thief," I shouted, wincing still with the 
pain. 
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"Yes, you are," he cried. "How did you get in here? 
I've caught you, though, and we shall know now where 
our fruit goes when we get the blame. Here, out you 
come." 

The boy caught me by the collar, and I seized him by 
the arms with a fierce, vindictive feeling coming over me; 
but he was very light and active, and, wresting himself 
partly free, he gave the cane a swing in the air, raised it 
above his head, and struck at me with all his might. 

I hardly know how it all occurred in the hurry and 
excitement, but I know that I gave myself a wrench 
round, driving him back as I did so, and making a grasp 
at the cane with the full intention of getting it from him 
and thrashing him as hard as I could in return for his blow. 

He missed his aim: I missed mine. My hand did not 
go near the cane; the cane did not come down as he in- 
tended upon my back, but with a fierce swish struck the 
branch of one of the peaches, breaking it so that it hung 
by the bark and a few fibres, while three or four of the 
ripe fruit fell with heavy thuds upon the ground. 

"There, now you've done it, you young rough!" he 
cried viciously. "Come out." 

His dark eyes glowed, and he showed his white teeth 
as he struck at me again and again; but I avoided the 
blows as I wrestled with him, and at last my sturdy 
strength, helped by the work I had had in Old Brown- 
smith's garden, told, and I got hold of the cane, forced 
open his hand, and wrested it away. 

I remember very well the triumphant feeling that 
came over me as I raised the cane and was in the act of 
bringing it down with all my might, when there was a 
strong hand from behind upon my shoulder, and another 
caught my arm, ran down it to the wrist and hand, 
wrested the cane away, and swung me round. 
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It was Mr. Solomon, looking very red in the face, and 
frowning at me severely. 

" What are you doing?" he cried. " Do you know who 
that is?" 

" He struck me with the cane." 

" He was stealing peaches." 

"I was not; I was picking one up." 

" He was stealing them. Just look what he has done." 

" I did not do it, Mr. Solomon," I cried. " It was he." 

"Oh, what a cracker, Brownie! I came and caught 
him at it; and because I said he was a thief he hit at 
me with that cane." 

" How did he get the cane ? Why, it's yours," said Mr. 
Solomon; "and I believe you broke that young peach." 

"Get out! It was he. Take him to the police. I 
caught him at it." 

Mr. Solomon stooped and picked up the bruised and 
fallen peaches, laid them on a shelf, and then took out 
his knife and cut away the broken bough neatly. 

Then he stood and looked at it for a moment, and the 
sight of the damage roused up a feeling of anger in him, 
for he turned sharply. 

" Here, you be off !" he said, advancing on the boy with 
the cane under his arm. 

For answer the boy snatched the cane away 

" What do you say?" he cried haughtily. 

(< I say you be off out of my glass-houses, Master 
Philip. I won't have you here, and so I tell you." 

How dare you talk to me like that?" cried the boy. 
Dare ! I'll dare a deal more than that, young fellow, 
if you are not off," cried Mr. Solomon, who was a great 
deal more excited and animated than I should have 
imagined possible. "I'm not going to have my fruit 
spoiled like this." 
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"Your fruit indeed! I like that," cried the boy. 

"Yours?" 

"See what you've done to my Royal George. 1 " 
"See what I've done to your Royal George!" — mock- 
ingly. 

" Now be off," cried Mr. Solomon. " Serves me right 
for not keeping the houses locked up. Now, then, you 

be off out." 

" Shan't," said the boy. " I shall stop here as long as 
I like. You touch me if you dare. If you do I'll tell 

papa." 

" I shall tell him myself, my lad," cried Mr. Solomon. 

" You forget who I am," cried the boy. 

" I don't know anything about who you are when my 
show of fruit's being spoiled/' replied Mr. Solomon. "A 
mischievous boy's a boy doing mischief to me when I 
catch him, and I won't have him here." 

"Turn him out, then," cried the boy; "turn out that 
rough young blackguard. I came in and caught him 
picking and stealing, and I gave him such a one." 

He switched his cane as he spoke, and looked at me so 
maliciously that I took a step forward, but Mr. Solomon 
caught me sharply by the shoulder and uttered a low 
warning growl. 

" I don't believe he was stealing the fruit," said Mr. 
Solomon slowly. " He has got a good character, Master 
Philip, and that's what you haven't been able to show." 

" If you talk to me like that I'll tell papa everything, 
and have you discharged." 

" Do ! " said Mr. Solomon. 

"And I'll tell papa that you are always having in your 
friends, and showing 'em round the garden. What's that 
beggar doing in our hothouses?" 

"I'm not a beggar," I cried hotly. * 
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" Hold your tongue, Grant," said Mr. Solomon in a low 
growl as he trimmed off a broken twig that had escaped 
him at first. 

"It was lucky I came in," continued the boy, looking 
at me tauntingly. " If I hadn't come I don't know how 
many he wouldn't have had." 

" Mr. Brownsmith," I said, as I smarted with pain, rage, 
and the desire to get hold of that cane once more, and 
use it, " I found a peach lying on the ground, and I was 
going to pick it up." 

" And eat it?*' said the gardener without looking at me. 

"Eat it! No," I said hotly, "I can go amongst fruit 
without wanting to eat it like a little child." 

I looked at him indignantly, for he seemed to be sus- 
pecting me, he was so cold and hard, and distant in his 
manner. 

" Mr. Brownsmith always trusted me amongst his fruit," 
I said angrily. 

"Humph!" said Mr. Solomon; "and so you weren't 
going to eat the peach?" 

" He was; I saw him. It was close up to his mouth." 

" It is not true," I cried. 

" He isn't fit to be trusted in here, and I shall tell papa 
how I saved the peaches. He won't like it when he 
hears." 

" I won't stop a day in the place," I said to myself in 
the heat of my indignation, for Mr. Solomon seemed to 
be doubting me, and I felt as if I couldn't bear to be sus- 
pected of being a thief. 

My attention was taken from myself to the boy and 
Mr. Solomon the nest moment, for there was a scene. 

"Now," said Mr. Solomon, "I want to lock up this 
house, young gentleman, so out you go." 

"You can come when I've done," said the boy, poking 
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at first one fruit and then another with the cane, ay he 
strutted about. I'm not going yet." 

He was in the act of touching a ripe nectarine when 
Mr. Solomon looked as if he could bear it no longer, and 

he snatched the cane away. 

" Here, you give me my cane," cried the boy 

" You be off out, sir." 

"Sha'n't!" 

"Will you go?" 

"No. Don't you push me! 

"Walk out then/' 

" Sha'n't. It's our place, and I sha'n't go for you." 

" Will you go out quietly ? " 

" No. I shall stop as long as I like." 

" Once more, Master Philip, will you go?" 

" No!" yelled the boy; " and you give me back my cane." 

" Will you go, sir ? Once more." 

"Send that beggar away, and not me," cried the boy. 
"I shall stop till I choose to go, and I shall pick the 
peaches if I like." 

Mr. Solomon looked down at him aghast for a few 
moments, and then, as the boy made a snatch at his cane, 
he caught him up, tucked him under his arm, and carried 
him out, kicking and struggling with all his might. 

I followed close behind, thoroughly enjoying the dis- 
comfiture of my enemy, and was the better satisfied for 
seeing the boy thrown down pretty heavily upon a heap 
of mowings of the lawn. 

" I'll pay you for this," cried the boy, who had recovered 
his cane; and, giving it a swish through the air, he raised 
it as if about to strike Mr. Solomon across the face. 

I saw Mr. Solomon colour up of a deeper red as he looked 

at the boy very hard; and then he said softly, but in a 
curious hissing way: 
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" I shouldn't advise you to do that, young sir. If you 
did I might forget you were Sir Francis' boy, and take 
and pitch you into the gold-fish pond. I feel just as if I 
should like to do it without." 

The boy quailed before his stern look, and uttered a 
nasty sniggering laugh. 

" I can get in any of the houses when I like, and I can 
take the fruit when I like, and I'll let papa know about 
your beggars of friends meddling with the peaches." 

" There, you be off," said the gardener. " I'll tell Sir 
Francis too, as sure as my name's Brownsmith." 

"Ha — ha — ha! There's a name!" cried the boyjeer- 
ingly. " Brownsmith, What a name for a cabbage- 
builder, who pretends to be a gardener, and is only an 
old woman about the place ! Roberts's gardener is worth 
a hundred Sol Brownsmiths. He grows finer fruit and 
better flowers, and you'll soon be kicked out. Perhaps 
papa will send you away now." 

Mr. Solomon bit his lips as he locked the door, for he 
was touched in a tender place, for, as I found out after- 
wards, he was very jealous of the success of General 

Roberts's gardener. 

His back was turned, and, taking advantage of this, 
the boy made a dash at me with his cane. 

This was too much in my frame of mind, and I went 
at him, when the head gardener turned sharply and stood 
between us. 

" That'll do," he cried sternly to us both. 

"All right!" said the boy in a cool disdainful manner. 
" I'll watch for him, and if ever he comes in our garden 
again I'll let him know. I'll pay the beggar out. He is 
a beggar, isn't he, old Solomon?" 

" Well, if I was asked which of you was the young 
gentleman, and which the ill-bred young beggar, I 
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should be able to say pretty right/' replied the gardener 
slowly. 

"Oh! should you? Well, don't you bring him here 
again, or I'll let him know/' 

" You'd better let him know now, boy, for he's going 
to stop." 

"What's he, the new boy?" said the lad, as if asking a 
very innocent question. " Where did you get him, Brown- 
smith? Is he out of the workhouse?" 

Mr. Solomon smiled at the boy's malice, but he saw me 
wince, and he drew me to his side in an instant. I had 
been thinking what a cold, hard man he was, and how 
different to his brother, who had been quite fatherly to 
me of late ; but I found out now that he was, under his 
stern outward seeming, as good-hearted as Old Brown- 
smith himself. 

He did not speak, but he laid one hand upon my 
shoulder and pressed it, and that hand seemed to say to 

me: 

"Don't take any notice of the little-minded, contemp- 
tible, spoiled cub;" and I drew a deep breath and began 
to feel that perhaps after all I should not want to go 
away. 

"I thought so," cried the boy with a snigger — "he's a 
pauper then. Ha, ha, ha! a pauper! I'll tell Courtenay. 
We'll call him pauper if he stops here." 

"And that's just what he is going to do, Master Philip," 
said the head gardener, who seemed to have recovered 
his temper; "and that's what, thank goodness, you are 
not going to do. And the sooner you are off back to 

school to be licked into shape the better for you, that is 
if ever you expect to grow into a man. Come along, my 
lad, it's getting late." 

"Yes, take him away/' shouted the boy as I went off 
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with Mr. Solomon, my blood seeming to tingle in my veins 
as I heard a jeering burst of laughter behind me, and 
lirectly after the boy shouted: 
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Here, hi ! Courtenay. Here's a game. We've got a 

new pauper in the place." 

Mr. Solomon heard it, but he said nothing as we went 
on, while I felt very low-spirited again, and was thinking 
whether I had not better give up learning how to grow 
fruit and go back to Old Brownsmith, and Ike, and Shock, 
and Mrs. Dodley, when my new guide said to me kindly: 

"Don't you take any notice of them, my lad." 

"Them?" I said in dismay. 

"Yes, there's a pair of 'em — nice pair too. But they're 
often away at school, and Sir Francis is a thorough 
gentleman. They're not his boys, but her ladyship's, and 
she has spoiled 'em, I suppose. Let 'em grow wild, Grant. 
I say, my lad," he continued, looking at me with a droll 
twinkle in his eye, "they want us to train them, and 
prune them, and take off some of their straggling growths, 
eh? I think we could make a difference in them, don't 
you?" 

I smiled and nodded. 

"Only schoolboys. Say anything, but it won't hurt us. 
Here we are. Come in." 

He led the way into a plainly furnished room, where 
everything seemed to have been scoured till it glistened 
or turned white; and standing by a table, over which the 
supper cloth had been spread, was a tall, quiet-looking, 
elderly woman, with her grayish hair very smoothly 
stroked down on either side of her rather severe face. 

"This is young Grant," said Mr. Solomon. 

The woman nodded, and looked me all over, and it 
seemed as if she took more notice of my shirt and collar 
than she did of me. 
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"Sit down, Grant, you must be hungry," said Mr. 
Solomon; and as soon as we were seated the woman, who 
I supposed was Mrs. Solomon, began to cut us both some 
cold bacon and some bread. 

"Master Philip been at you long?" said Mr. Solomon, 
with his mouth full. 

"No, sir," I said, "it all happened in a moment or two." 

"I'm glad you didn't hit him/'he said. Eat away, my lad." 

The woman kept on cutting bread, but she was evidently 
listening intently. 

"I'm glad now, sir," I said; "but he hurt me so, and I 
was in such a passion that I didn't think. I didn't know 
who he was." 

"Of course not. Go on with your supper." 

"I hope, sir, you don't think I was going to eat that 
peach," I said, for the thought of the affair made my 
supper seem to choke me. 

"If I thought you were the sort of boy who couldn't be 
trusted, my lad, you wouldn't be here," said Mr. Solomon 
quietly. " Bit more fat, mother." 

I brightened up, and he saw it. 

"Why, of course not, my lad. Didn't I trust you, and 
send you in among my choice grapes, and ripe figs, and 
things. There, say no more about it. Gardeners don't 
grow fruit to satisfy their mouths, but their eyes, and 
their minds, my lad. Eat away. Don't let a squabble 
with a schoolboy who hasn't learned manners spoil your 
supper. We've never had any children; but if we had, 

Grant, I don't think they would be like that." 

"They make me miserable when they are at home," 

said Mrs. Solomon, speaking almost for the first time. 
"Don't see why they should," said Mr. Solomon, with 

his voice sounding as if his tongue were a little mixed up 

with his supper. Why, they don't come here." 
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"They might be made such different boys if properly 
trained." 

"They'll come right by and by; but for the present, 
Grant, you steer clear of them. They're just like a couple 
of young slugs, or so much blight in the garden now." 

The supper was ended, and Mrs. Solomon, in a very 
quiet, quick way, cleared the cloth, and after she had done, 
placed a Bible on the table, out of which Mr. Solomon 
read a short chapter, and then shook hands with me and 
sent me away happy. 

"Good night, my lad!" he said. "It's all strange to you 
now, and we're not noisy jolly sort of people, but you're 
welcome here, and we shall get on." 

"Yes," said Mrs. Solomon in a very cold stern way that 
did not seem at all inviting or kind. "Come along and 
I'll show you your bed-room." 

I followed her upstairs and into a little room with a slop- 
ing ceiling and a window looking out upon the garden; 
and at the sight of theneat little place,smelling of lavender, 
and with some flowei^s in a jug upon the drawers, the 
depression which kept haunting me was driven away. 

Everything looked attractive — the clean white bed and 
its dainty hangings, the blue ewer and basin on the wash- 
stand, the picture or two on the wall, and the strips of 
light-coloured carpet on the white floor, all made the 
place cheerful and did something to recompense me for 
the trouble of having to leave what seemed to be my 
regular home, and come from one who had of late been 
most fatherly and kind, to people who were not likely to 

care for me at all. 

" I think there's everything you want," said Mrs. 
Solomon, looking at me curiously. "Soap and towel, and 
of course you've got your hair-brush and things in your 

box there." 
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She pointed at the corded box which stood in front of 

the table. 

"If there's anything you want you can ask. I hope 
you'll be very clean." 

" I'll try to be, ma'am," I said, feeling quite uncomfort- 
able, she looked at me so coldly. 

You can use those drawers, and your box can go in 
the back room. Good-night!" 

She went away and shut the door, looking wonderfully 
clean and prim, but depressing instead of cheering me; 
and as soon as she was gone I uncorded my box, wonder- 
ing whether I should be able to stay, and wishing myself 
back at Isle worth. 

I had taken out my clothes and had reached the bottom 
of my box, anxious to see whether the treasures I had 
there in a flat case, consisting of pinned-out moths and 
butterflies, were all right and had not been shaken out of 
place by the jolting of the cart, when there was a sharp 

tap at the door and Mr. Solomon came in. 

"Hullo!" he said; "butterflies and moths! — eh? 

He spoke quite angrily, as it seemed to me, and chilled 
me, as I felt that he would not like me to do such a thing 
as collect. 

"Hah!" he said. "I used to do that when I was a 
boy. There's lots here; but don't go after them when 
you're at work." 

" No, sir," I said. 

" Thought I'd come up, my lad, as it's all strange to 
you. I haven't much to say to you, only keep away from 
those boys. Let 'em talk, but never you mind." 

"I'll try, sir." 

" That's right. Work to-morrow morning at six. You 
may begin sooner if you like. I often do. Breakfast 
at eight; dinner at twelve; tea at five, and then work's 
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supposed to be done. I generally go in the houses then. 
Always something wants doing there. 

He stood thinking and looking as cold and hard as 
could be while I waited for him to speak again; but he 
did not for quite rive minutes, during which time he 
stood picking up my comb and dropping it back into the 
hair-brush. 

"Yes," he said suddenly, " I should go in for those lat 
lettuces if I was Ezra. He'd find a good sale for them 
when salads were getting scarce. Celery's very good, but 
people don't like to be always tied down to celery and 
endives — a tough kind of meat at the best of times. If 
you write home — no, this is home now — if you write to 
Brother Ezra, you say I hope he'll keep his word about 
the lettuces. Good-night!" 

I felt puzzled as soon as he had gone, and had not the 
slightest idea how I felt towards the people with whom 
I was to pass months — perhaps years. 

I shall never like Mrs. Solomon," I said to myself 
dolefully; "and I shall only like him half and half — 
liking him sometimes and not caring for him at 
others." 

I was very tired, and soon after I was lying in the cool 
sweet sheets thinking about my new home, and watchin 
the dimly-seen window; and then it seemed to be all light 
and to look over Old Brownsmith's garden, where Shock 
was pelting at me with pellets of clay thrown from the 
end of a switch. And all the time he came nearer and 
nearer till the pellets went right over my shoulder, and 
they grew bigger till they were peaches that he kept 
sticking on the end of the switch, and as he threw them 
they broke with a noise that was like the word Push! 

I wanted to stop him, but I could not till he threw one 
peach with all his might, and the switch caught me across 
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the back, and I retaliated by taking it away and thrash- 
ing him. 

Then I woke with a start, and found I had been dream- 
ing. I lay for a few minutes after that in the darkness 
thinking that I would learn all I could about fruit-grow- 
ing as fast as possible, so as to know everything, and get 
back to Old Brownsmith; and then all at once I found 
myself sitting up in bed listening, with the sun shining 
in at one side of my blind, while I was wondering where 
I was and how I had come there. 




CHAPTER XXIII. 



I BEGIN WORK. 




OYS like sleep in the morning, but the desire 
to cuddle up for a few minutes more and to 
go Lack to dreamland is not there on the first 
morning at a new home or at a fresh school. 

On that particular morning I did not feel in the least 
sleepy, only uncomfortably nervous; and, hearing voices 
through the wall, I jumped up and dressed quickly, to 
find on going down that Mr. Solomon was in the kitchen 
putting on his thick boots. 

"Just coming to call you," he said, nodding. "Harpus 
five. Hah! change coming," he cried, stamping his feet 
in his boots; " rain — rain. Come along." 

He unbolted the door and I followed him out, drawing 
a breath of the sweetly fragrant air as we stepped at once 
into the bright sunshine, where the flowers were bloom- 
ing and the trees were putting foi*th their strength. 

But I had no opportunity for looking about the garden, 
for Mr. Solomon led the way at once to the stoke-holes 
down behind the glass-houses, rattled open the doors, and 
gave a stoke here with a great iron rod, and a poke 
there where the fires were caked together; while, without 
waiting to be asked, I seized upon the shovel I saw handy 
and threw on some coke. 

"Far back as you can, my lad," said Mr. Solomon. 
" Seems a rum time of year to be having fires; but we're 
obliged to keep up a little, specially on cloudy days." 

This done, he led the way into one of the sunken pits 



252 HOW TO FIGHT GARDEN FOES. 

where the melons were growing, and after reaching in 
among them and snipping off a runner or two he routed 
out a slug and killed it. 

Then turning to me: 

" First thing in gardening, Grant, is to look out for 
your enemies. You'll never beat them; all you can do is 
to keep 'em down. Now look here, he said, picking off a 
melon leaf and holding it before me, " What's the matter 
with that?" 

"I don't see much the matter," I said, "only that the 
leaf looks specked a little with yellow, as if it was 
unhealthy." 

" Turn it over," he said. 

I did, and looked at it well. 

" There are a few red specks on it — very small ones," 
I said. 

" Good eyes," he said approvingly. " That's what's the 
matter, my lad. You've seen the greatest enemy we have 
under glass. Those red specks, so small that you can 
hardly see them, cover the lower parts of the leaves with 
tiny cobwebs and choke the growth while they suck all 
the goodness out, and make the yellow specks on the top 
by sucking all the sap from the leaves." 

"What, those tiny specks!" 

"Yes, those little specks would spoil all our melon 
plants if we did not destroy them — melons, cucumbers, 
vines, peaches, and nectarines — anything almost under 
glass. But there's your gun and ammunition; load up 
and shoot 'em. Never give them any rest." 

I looked at him wonderingly, for he was pointing at a 
syringe standing in a pail of soapy-looking water. 

"Yes," he continued, "that's right — kill 'em when you 
can. If you leave them, and greenfly, and those sort of 
things, alone till to-morrow, by that time they're turned 
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into great-grandfathers, and have got such a family of 
little ones about em that your leaves are ten times worse." 

"But what are those red specks?" I said. 

"Red spider, boy. Now 111 show you. This is my 
plan to keep my plants healthy: have a bucket of soap 
and water in every house, and a syringe in it. Then you 
take it up as soon as you see the mischief and kill it at 
once. It's all handy for you, same as it is to have a bit 
of matting hanging up on a nail, ready to tie up the stem 
that wants it. Somebody said, Grant, 'A stitcli in time 
saves nine;' it ought to have heen, A washed leaf keeps oft 
grief. See here." 

He took the syringe, filled it, and sent a fine shower 
beneath the leaves of the melons, where they were trained 
over a trellis, thoroughly washing them all over. 

" Now you try," he said, and taking off my jacket I 
syringed away vigorously, while with matting and knife 
he tied in some loose strands and cut off others, so as to 
leave the vines neat. 

"That'll do for the present," he said; "but mind this, 
Grant, if ever you see an enemy, shoot him while he's a 
single man if you can. Wait till to-morrow, you'll have 
to shoot all his relations too." 

He led the way out of the pit, and round by the 
grounds, where different men were at work mowing and 
sweeping, the short cut grass smelling delicious in the 
morning air. He spoke to first one and then another in a 
short business-like way, and then went on with me to one 
of the great conservatories up by the house. 

" I might put you to that sort of work, Grant," he said, 
giving his head a backward jerk; "but that wants no 
brains. Work under glass does. You want to work with 
your hands and your head. Now we'll have a tidy up in 
here. Sir Francis likes plenty of bright flowers." 
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I should have liked to stop looking about as soon as we 
were in the large glass building, which was one mass of 
bloom; but following Mr. Solomons example I was soon 
busily snipping off dead flowers and leaves, so as to make 
the various plants tidy; and I was extremely busy in one 
corner over this when I suddenly found that Mr. Solomon 
was watching me, and that a big bell was ringing some- 
where. 

" That's right," he said, nodding his head in a satisfied 
way. " That's what I want. You don t know much yet, 
but you will. If I was to set one of those men to do that 
he'd have knocked off half the buds, and — what have you 
been doing there?" 

" I tied up those two flower-stems," 1 said. " Wasn't it 
right, sir?" 

" Right and wrong, my lad," he said, whipping out his 

knife and cutting them free. " Look here." 

He took a piece of wet matting — a mere strip — and 
tied them up again, with his big lingers moving so quickly 
and cleverly that I wondered. 

"There, that's the way. Looks the same as you did it, eh ?" 

" Yes," I said, smiling. 

" No, it isn't. You tied yours in front of the stem with 
an ugly knot to rub and fret it, and make a sore place 
when the windows were open. I've put a neat band round 
mine, and the knot rests on the stick." 

"Oh, I see!" I cried. 

" Yes, Grant, there's a right way and a wrong way, and 
somehow the natural way is generally the wrong. Never 
saw one tried, but I believe if you took a savage black 
and told him to get up on a horse, he would go on the 
wrong side, put his left foot in the stirrup, and throw his 
right leg over, and come down sitting with his face to the 
tail. Breakfast." 
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"What! so soon?" I said. 

" Soon! Why, it's past eight." 

I was astounded, the time had gone so quickly; and 
soon after I was saying "good morning" to Mrs. Solomon, 
and partaking of the plain meal. 

" Well?" said Mrs. Solomon in her cold impassive way. 

Mr. Solomon was so busy with a piece of cold bacon 
and some bread that he did not look up, and Mrs. Solomon 
waited patiently till he raised his head and gave her a nod. 

"I am glad," she said, giving a sigh as if she were 

relieved; and then she turned to me and looked quite 
pleasantly at me, and taking my cup, refilled it with 
coffee, and actually smiled. 

"Notice the missus?" said Mr. Solomon, as, after a 
glance at his big silver watch, he had suddenly said 
" Harpusate," and led the way to the vineries. 

"Notice Mrs. Brownsmith?" I said. 

"Yes; see anything about her?" 

" I thought she looked better this morning than she 
did last night. Was she ill ?" 

" Yes " lie said shortly. " Get them steps." 

I fetched them steps, and thought that a gardener might 
just as well be grammatical. 

He opened them out, and opening his knife, cut a few 
strands of matting ready, stuck them under one of his 
braces, after taking off his coat, and then climbed up to 
the top to tie in a long green cane of the grape-vine. 

" Hold the steps steady," he said; and then with his 
head in amongst the leaves he went on talking. 

" Bit queer in the head," he said slowly, and with his 
face averted. " Shied at you." 

I stared. His wife was not a horse, and I thought they 
were the only things that shied; but I found I was wx'ong, 
for Mr. Solomon went on: 
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" I did, too. Ezra said a lot about you. Fine young 

shoot this, ain't it?" 

I said it was, for it was about ten feet long and as 
thick as my finger, and it seemed wonderful that it 
should have grown like that in a few months; but all 
the time my cheeks were tingling as I wondered what 
Old Brownsmith had said about me. 

" Sounded all right, but it's risky to take a boy into 
your house when you are comfortable without, you see." 

I felt ashamed and hurt that I should have been talked 
of so, and remained silent. 

" The missus said you might be dirty and awkward in 
the house. This cane will be loaded next year if we get 
it well ripened this year, Grant. That's why I'm tying 
it in here close to the glass, where it'll get plenty of sun 
and air." 

"What! will that bear grapes next year, sir?" I said, 
for I felt obliged to say something. 

"Yes; and when the leaves are off vou shall cut this 
one right out down at the bottom yonder." 

He tapped a beautiful branch or cane from the main 
stem, which was bearing about a dozen fine bunches of 
grapes, and it seemed a pity; but of course he knew best, 
and he began cutting and snapping out shoots and big 
leaves between the new green cane and the glass. 

"She was afraid you'd be a nuisance to me, and said 
you'd be playing with tops, and throwing stones, and 

breaking the glass. I told her that Brother Ezra wouldn't 
send me such a boy as that; but she only shook her head. 
' I know what boys are/ she said. ' Look at her ladyship's 
two/ But I said that you wouldn't be like thern, and you 
won't, will you?" 

I laughed, for it seemed such a comical idea for me to 
be behaving as Mrs. Solomon had supposed. 
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" What are you laughing at?" he said, looking down at 
me. 

" I was thinking about what Mrs. Brownsmith said," I 
replied. 

"Oh yes! To be sure," he continued. "You'll like 
her. She's a very nice woman. A very good woman. 
I've known her thirty years." 

"Have you had any children, sir?" I said. 
No," he replied, looking at me with a twinkle in his 
eye; "and yet I've always been looking after nurseries 
— all my life. 

In about an hour he finished his morning work in the 
vinery, and I went out with him in the garden, where 
he left me to tidy up a great bed of geraniums with a 
basket and a pair of scissors. 

" I've got to see to the men now," he said. " By-and- 
by we'll go and have a turn at the cucumbers." 

The bed I was employed upon was right away from 
the house in a sort of nook where the lawn ran up 
amongst some great Portugal laurels. It was a mass of 
green and scarlet, surrounded by shortly cropped grass, 
and I was very busy in the hot sunshine, enjoying my 
task, and now and then watching the thrushes that 
kept hopping out on to the lawn and then back under 
the shelter of the evergreens, when I suddenly saw a 
shadow, and, turning sharply, found that my friend of 
the peach-house had come softly up over the grass with 
another lad very much like him, but a little taller, and 
probably a couple of years older. 

"Hullo, pauper!" said the first. 

I felt my cheeks tingle, and my tongue wanted to say 
something very sharp, but I kept my teeth closed for a 
moment and then said: 

" Good morning, sir!' 

(289) b 
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He took no notice of this, but turned to his brother and 
whispered something, when they both laughed together; 
and as I bent down over my work I felt as if I must 
have looked very much like one of the scarlet geraniums 
whose dead blossom stems I was taking out. 

Of course, a boy with a well-balanced brain and plenty 
of sound, honest, English stuff in him ought to be able 
to treat with contempt the jeering and laughter of those 

who are teasing him; but somehow I'm afraid that there 
are very few boys who can bear being laughed at with 
equanimity. I know, to be frank, I could not, for as 
those two lads stared at me and then looked at each other 
and whispered, and then laughed heartily — well, no; not 
heartily, but in a forced way, I felt my face burn and my 
"fingers tingle. My mouth seemed to get a little dry, too, 
and the thought came upon me in the midst of my sensa- 
tions that I wanted to get up and fight. 

The circumstances were rather exceptional, for I was 
suffering from two sore places. One started from my 
shoulder and went down my back, where there must 
have been the mark of the cane; the other was a mental 
sore, caused by the word pauper, which seemed to rankle 
and sting more than the cut from the cane. 

Of course I ought to have treated it as beneath my 
notice, but whoever reads this will have found out 
before now that I was very far from perfect; and as 
those two lads evidently saw my annoyance, and went 
on trying to increase it, I bent over my work in a vicious 
way, and kept on taking out the dead leaves and stems 
as if they were some of the enemies Mr. Solomon had 
been talking about in the pits. 

All at once, as I was bending down, I heard Cour- 
tenay, the elder boy, say : 

"What did he say — back to school and be flogged?" 
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"Yes/' said Philip aloud; "but he didn't know. They 
only flog workhouse boys and paupers." 

"I say, though," said Courtenay, "who is that chap 
grubbing out the slugs and snails?" 

My back was turned, and I went on with my work. 

"What! that chap I spoke to?" said Philip; "why, I 
told you. He's a pauper." 

" Is he ? " 

" Yes, and Browny fetched him from the workhouse. 
Brought him home in the cart. He's going to be a cater- 
pillar crusher." 

I felt as if I should have liked to be a boy crusher, and 
have run at him with my fists clenched, and drubbed 
him till he roared for mercy, but I did not stir. 

"Then what's he doing here?" said Courtenay in a 
sour, morose tone of voice. "He ought to be among the 
cabbages, and not here." 

This was as if they were talking to themselves, but 
meant for me to hear. 

"Old Browny was afraid to put him there for fear he'd 
begin wolfing them. I caught him as soon as he came. 
He got loose, and I found him in the peach-house eating 
the peaches, but I dropped on to him with the cane and 
made the beggar howl." 



" Old Browny ought to look after him," said Courtenay. 

" Don't I tell you he ran away. I expect Browny will 
have to put a dog-collar and chain on him, and drive a 
stake down in the kitchen-garden to keep him from eat- 
ing the cabbages when he's caterpillaring. These work- 
house boys are such hungry beggars." 

" Put a muzzle on him like they do on a ferret," said 
Courtenay; and then they laughed together. 

"Hasn't he got a rum phiz?" said Philip, who, I soon 
found, was the quicker with his tongue. 
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"Yes; don't talk so loud: he'll hear you. Just like a 
monkey/' said Courtenay , and they laughed again. 

"I say, is he going to stop?" said Courtenay. 

" I suppose so. They want a boy to scrape the shovels 
and light the fires, and go up the hothouse chimneys to 
clear out the soot. He's just the sort for that." 

" He'll have to polish Old Browny's boots, too." 

"Yes; and wash Mother Browny's stockings. I say, 
Court, don't he look a hungry one?" 

" Regular wolf," said Courtenay; and there was another 
laugh. 

"I say/' said Courtenay, <f I don't believe he's a work- 
house." 

"He is, I tell you; Browny went and bought him yes- 
terday. They sell 'em cheap. You can have as many as 
you like almost for nothing. They're glad to get rid of 



em." 
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I wonder what they'd say to poor old Shock!" I 

thought to myself. " I'm glad he isn't here." 

"I don't care," said Courtenay; "I think he's a London 

street boy. He looks like it from the cut of his jib." 
I paid not the slightest heed, but my heart beat fast 

and I could feel the perspiration standing all over my 

face. 

"I don't care; he's a pauper. I wonder what Old 
Browny will feed him on." 

" Skilly," said Courtenay; and the boys laughed again. 

All at once I felt a push with a foot, and if I had not 
suddenly stiffened my arms I should have gone down 
and broken some of the geraniums, but they escaped, and 
I leaped to my feet and faced them angrily. 

" Here, what's your name? " said Courtenay haughtily. 

I swallowed my annoyance, and answered : 

" Grant." 
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"What a name for a boy!'* said Courtenay. "I say, 
Phil, isn't his hair cut short. He ought to have his ears 
trimmed too. Here, where are your father and mother?" 

I felt a catch in my throat as I tried to answer steadily: 

"Dead." 

" There, I told you so," cried Philip. « He hasn't got 
any father or mother. Didn't you come out of the work- 
house, pauper?" 

" No," I said steadily, as my fingers itched to strike 
him. 

" Here, what was your father ? " said Courtenay, 

I did not answer. 

" Do you hear ? And say f sir ' when you speak," cried 
Courtenay with a brutal insolent manner that seemed to 
fit with his dark thin face. " I say, do you hear, boy ? " 

" Yes," I replied. 

" Yes, sir, you beggar," cried Courtenay. ft What was 
your father ? " 

" He don't know," cried Philip grinning. " Pauper 
boys don't know. They're all mixed up together, and 
they call 'em Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, or names of 
streets or places, anything. He doesn't know what his 
father was. He was mixed up with a lot more." 

" I'll make him answer," said Courtenay. " Here, 
what was your father?" 

<( An officer and a gentleman," I said proudly. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed Philip, dancing about with 
delight, and hanging on to his brother, who laughed too. 
" Here's a game — a gardeners boy a gentleman! Oh my!" 

I was sorry I had said those words, but they slipped 
out, and I stood there angry and mortified before my 

tormentors. 

" I say, Court, don't he look like a gentleman ? Look 

at the knees of his trousers, and his fists." 
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" Never mind/' said Courtenay, " I want to bat. Look 
here, you, sir, can you play cricket ? " 

" Yes," I said, " a little." 

" Yes, sir, you beggar ; how many more times am I to 
tell you! Come out in the field. You've got to bowl for 
us. Here, catch ! " 

He threw a cricket-ball he had in his hand at me with 
all his might, and in a nasty spiteful way, but I caught 
it, and in a jeering way Philip shouted : 

" Well fielded. Here, come on, Court. We'll make the 
beggar run." 

I hesitated, for I wanted to go on with my work, but 
these were my master's sons, and I felt that I ought to 
obey. 

" What are you standing staring like that for, pauper?" 
cried Philip. " Didn't you hear Mr. Courtenay say you 
were to come on and bowl ? " 

" What do you want, young gentleman?" said a voice 
that was very welcome to me; and Mr. Solomon came 
from behind the great laurels. 

" What's that to you, Browny ? He's coming to bowl 
for us in the field," said Courtenay. 

" No, he is not," said Mr. Solomon coolly. " He's coming 
to help me in the cucumber house." 

"No, he isn't," said Philip; "he's corning to bowl for 
us. Come along, pauper." 

I threw the ball towards him and it fell on the lawn, 
for neither of the boys tried to catch it. 

" Here, you, sir," cried Courtenay furiously, "come and 
pick up this ball." 

I glanced at Mr. Solomon and did not stir. 

" Do you hear, you, sir ! come and pick up this ball," 
said Courtenay. 
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Now, pauper, look alive," said Philip. 
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I turned and stooped down over my work. 

" I say, Court, we're not going to stand this, are we?" 

" Go into the field and play, boys," said Mr. Solomon 
coldly; "we've got to work." 

" Yes, paupers have to work," said Courtenay with a 
sneer. 

" If I thought that worth notice, young fellow, I'd make 
you take that word back," said Mr. Solomon sternly. 

" Yes, it's all right, Courtenay; the boy isn't a pauper." 

" You said he was." 

" Yes, but it was a mistake," sneered Philip ; " he says 
he's a gentleman." 

The two boys roared with laughter, and Mr. Solomon 
looked red. 

" Look here, Grant," he said quietly, " if being a gentle- 
man is to be like these two here, don't you be one, but 
keep to being a gardener." 

"Ha, ha, ha! — ho, ho, ho!" they both laughed. " A 
gentleman! Pretty sort of a gentleman." 

" Pauper gentleman," cried Philip maliciously. 

" Yes, I daresay he has got a title," said Courtenay, 
who looked viciously angry at being thwarted; and he 
was the more enraged because Mr. Solomon bent down 
and helped me at the bed, taking no notice whatever of 
the orders for me to go. 

"Yes," said Philip; "he's a barrow-net — a wheel- 
barrow-net. Ha, ha, ha!" 

" With a potato-fork for his crest." 

" And ragged coat without any arms," said Philip. 

"And his motto is 'Oh the poor workhouse boy!'" cried 
Courtenay. 

" There, that will do, Grant," said Mr. Solomon. " Let 
these little boys amuse themselves. It won't hurt us. 
Bring your basket." 
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" Yes, take him away, Browny," cried Philip. 

" Ah, young fellows, your father will find out some day 
what nice boys you are! Come along, Grant, and let 
these young gentlemen talk till they're tired." 

" Yes, go on," cried Philip; while I saw Courtenay turn 
yellow with rage at the cold bitter words Mr. Solomon 
used. " Take away your pauper — take care of your 
gentleman — go and chain him up, and give him his skilly. 
Go on! take him to his kennel. Oh, I say, Courtenay — a 
gentleman! What a game!" 

I followed Mr. Solomon with my face wrinkled and my 
lips tightened up, till he turned round and looked at me 
and then clapped his hand on my shoulder. 

" Bah ! " he said laughing; " you are not going to mind 
that, my lad. It isn't worth a snap of the fingers. I 
wish, though, you hadn't said anything about being a 
gentleman." 

" So do I, sir," I said. " It slipped out, though, and I 
was sorry when it was too late." 

"Never mind; and don't you leave your work for 
them. Now come and have a look at my cucumber 
house, and then — ha, ha, ha! there's something better 
than skilly for dinner, my boy." 

I found out that Mr. Solomon had another nature be- 
side the one that seemed cold. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



SIR FRANCIS AND A FRIEND. 




| HE next few days passed pleasantly enough, 
for I saw very little of the two young gentle- 
men, who spent a good deal of their time in a 
meadow beyond the garden, playing cricket 
and quarrelling. Once there seemed to have been a fight, 
for I came upon Philip kneeling down by a watering-pot 
busy with his handkerchief bathing his face, and the state 
of the water told tales of what had happened to his nose. 
As he seemed in trouble I was about to offer him my 
services, but he turned upon me so viciously with "Hullo! 
pauper, what do you want?" that I went away. 

The weather was lovely, and while it was so hot Mr. 
Solomon used to do the principal part of his work in the 
glass houses at early morn and in the evening. 

" Makes us work later, Grant," he used to say apolo- 
getically; but as it's for our own convenience we ought 
not to grumble." 

"I'm not going to grumble, sir," I said laughing; "all that 
training and tying in is so interesting, I like it." 

"That's right," he said, patting me on the shoulder; 
"always try and like your work; take a pride in it, my 
man, and it will turn up trumps some time or another. 
It means taking prizes." 

I had not seen Sir Francis yet, for he had been away, 
and I could not help feeling a little nervous about our 
first meeting. Still I was pretty happy there, and I felt 
that in spite of a few strong sensations of longing to be 
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back at the old garden with Ike and Shock, I was getting 
to like my new life very much indeed, and that as soon 
as the two boys had gone back to their school I should be 
as happy as could be. 

I was gradually getting to like Mr. Solomon, and Mrs. 
Solomon grew more kind to me every day. The men 
about the garden, too, were all very civil to me, and be- 
yond a little bit of good-humoured banter from them now 
and then I had no cause for complaint. 

My great fear was that they would catch up the name 
young Philip had bestowed upon me. That they knew 
of it I had pretty good evidence, for one day when I was 
busy over one of the verbena beds — busy at a task Mr. 
Solomon had set me after the sun had made the peach- 
house too hot, a big bluff gardener came and worked close 
by me, mowing the grass in a shady part under some trees. 

"It's dry, and cuts like wire," he said, stopping to wipe 
his scythe and give it a touch with the stone, making the 
blade ring and send forth what always sounded to be 

pleasant music to me. 

"Oughtn't you to cut it when the dew is on?" I said. 

"Yes, squire, if you can," he replied; "but there is so 
much grass we can't get over it all in the early morning." 

He went on mowing, and I continued my task of peg- 
ging down the long shoots of the beautiful scarlet, crim- 
son, and white flowers, just as Mr. Solomon had instructed 
me, when all at once he came and looked on, making me 
feel very nervous; but he nodded and went away, so I 
supposed he was satisfied, and I worked on again as 
cheerfully as could be, till all at once I felt the blood flush 
up in my face, for the voice of young Philip Dalton 
came unpleasantly grating on my ear, as he said: 

"Hullo, Bunce, mowing again?" 

"Yes, Master Philup, mowin' again." 
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"Why, you've got the pauper there!" cried Philip. "I 
say, did. you know he was a pauper?" 

"No," said Bunce, "I didn't know. Do you want your 
legs ampytated?" 

" No, stoopid, of course I don't." 

"Then get outer the way or I shall take 'em off like 
carrots." 

"Get out!" said Philip, as I saw that he was watching 
me. "I say, though, did you know that he was a pauper, 
and lived on skilly ? " 

"No," said the gardener quietly; and I felt as if I must 
get up and go away, for now I knew I should be a mark 
of contempt for the whole staff who worked in the garden. 

"He was," said Philip. 

"Pauper, was he?" said Bunce, making his scythe glide 
round in a half circle. "I shouldn't ha' thought it." 

"Oh but he was or is, and always will be," said the boy 
maliciously. "Once a pauper always a pauper. Look at 
him." 

"I've been a looking at him," said Bunce slowly, for he 
was a big meditative man, and he stood upright, took a 
piece of flannel from the strap that supported his whet- 
stone sheath, and wiped the blade of the scythe. 

"Well, can't you see?" cried my tormentor, watching 
me as I worked away and assumed ignorance of his 
presence. 

"No," said Bunce sturdily; "and seeing what a long, 
yellow, lizardly-looking wisp you are, Master Phil, if you 
two changed clothing I should pick you out as the pauper." 

"How dare you!" cried the boy fiercely. 

"Mind the scythe," shouted Bunce; "d'yer want to get 

cut ? " 

"You insolent old worm chopper, how dare you call me 

a pauper?" 
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"I didn't call you a pauper," said Bunce chuckling; 

"did I, Grant?" 

"No," I said. 

"You're a liar, you pauper!" cried the boy, who was 

furious. "I'll tell papa — I'll tell Sir Francis, and you shall 

both be discharged, you blackguards." 

"I'm just going to mow there, squire/' said Bunce, 
sharpening away at his scythe. 

"Then you'll wait till I choose to move." 

"If you don't get out of the way I shall take the soles 
off your boots," said Bunce, putting back his rubber. 

"I'll speak to papa about your insolence," cried the boy, 
with his eyes flashing and his fists clenched ; and I 
thought he was going to strike Bunce. 

"Well," said a sharp ringing voice, "speak to him then. 
What is it?" 

I started to my feet, and Bunce touched his cap to a 
tall elderly gentleman with closely-cut gray hair and a 
very fierce-looking white moustache, whose keen eyes 
seemed to look me through and through. 

"I said, what is it, Phil?" cried the new-comer, whom I 
felt to be Sir Francis before Philip spoke. 
This fellow called me a pauper, pa!" 

Sir Francis turned sharply on Bunce, who did not seem 
in the slightest degree alarmed. 

"How dare you call my son a pauper, sir?" he said sternly 

it T » 

"Stop!" cried Sir Francis. "Here, you boy, go away 
and wait till I call you. Not far." 

Yes, sir," I said; and I walked away thinking what 
a fierce quick man he seemed, and not knowing then that 
he was one of the magistrates. 

A minute later he called to me to go back, and as soon 
as I had reached him, with Philip by his side and Bunce 
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before him, Philip stepped back and held up his fist at 
me menacingly. 

He thought the movement was unobserved by his step- 
father; but Sir Francis, who was an old Indian officer, 
noted the act, as he showed us directly after. 

"Now, boy," he said, "what's your name?" 

"Grant, Sir Francis." 

"Well, Grant, did this under-gardener call Master 
Philip a pauper?" 

I told him exactly what had occurred, and Sir Francis 
turned sharply on his step-son. 

"You were already self-condemned, Philip," he said 
sternly. "I saw you threaten this boy with your fist. 
The way to win respect from those beneath you in 
station is to treat them with respect." 

"But, papa — " 

"Hold your tongue, sir," said Sir Francis sternly. 
"I had eight hundred men in my regiment, and all the 
band came from one of the unions, and better fellows 
could not be found. My lad," he continued, "I dare say 
you know that pauper only means poor. It is no disgrace 
to be poor. Philip, go indoors." 

"That's a flea in his ear," said Bunce chuckling, as Sir 
Francis went one way, Philip the other. "What do you 
think of the master?" 

" He seems very sharp and angry," I said, returning to 
my work. 

" He's all that," said the man; "but he's a reg'lar gen- 
tleman. He always drops on to them two if he catches 
'em up to their larks. Nice boys both of em." 

That word pauper rankled a good deal in my breast, 
for it was quite evident to me that Sir Francis thought 
I was from one of the unions, and I had had no oppor- 
tunity of showing him that I was not. 
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" But I will show him," I said to myself angrily. " lie 
sha'n't see anything in me to make him believe it. It's 
too bad." 

I was busy, as I said that, arranging a barrowful 
of plants in rows, where they were to be surrounded 
with earth, "plunged," as we called it, under the shelter 
of a wall, where they would get warmth and sunshine 
and grow hardy and strong, ready for taking in to the 
shelter of the greenhouse when the weather turned 
cold. 

It was some days since I had seen Philip; but, weakly 
enough, I let the memory of that word rankle still. 

To carry out my task I had to fetch a pot at a time 
from the large wide barrow, and set them down in the 
trench that had been cut for them. This necessitated 
stooping, and as I was setting one down a lump of some- 
thing caught me so smartly on the back that I nearly 
dropped the flower-pot and started upright, looking round 

for the thrower of the piece of clay, for there it was at 
my feet. 

I could not see, but I guessed at once that it was Philip, 
though it might have been Courtenay hiding behind some 
gooseberry bushes or the low hornbeam hedge, about 
twenty yards away. 

" I won't take any notice of the ill-bred young cubs," 
I said to myself angrily; and I stooped and arranged the 
pot in its place and went back for another, when whack! 
came another well-aimed piece, and hit me on the side of 
the cap. 

« You—." 

I stopped myself, as I banged down the pot in a rage 



stopped words and act, for I was going to run towards 
the spot whence the clay seemed to have come. 

" It's only play after all," I said to myself. " I'll show 



A SURPRISE. 271 

them, pauper or no, that I'm above being annoyed by 
such a trifle as that." 

I moved a couple more pots, when something whizzed 
by my ear, and then I was hit on the shoulder by a little 
raw potato. 

I wanted to run round to the back of the hornbeam 
hedge, which had been planted to shelter plants and not 
sharpshooters, but I restrained myself. 

" Playing cricket makes them take such good aim," 
I thought to myself, as a piece of clay hit me on the back 
again; and I worked hard to finish my task so as to get 
to the pit from which I was fetching the pots down to the 
grass walk where I was; and I had got to the last pot, 
when, in stooping to put it in its place, plop came a soft 
lump of clay on the nape of my neck, and began to slip 
under my collar. 

Down went the pot, and my cap on to the plant, and 
I turned sharp round, certain now that the missiles had 
been sent, not from the shelter hedge nor the gooseberry 
bushes, but from the wall, and there, sure enough, with 
his head and shoulders above the top, was my assailant. 

My angry look changed to a bland smile as I saw the 
ragged straw hat with the hair standing out of the top, 
and the grubby face of Shock looking at me with his 
eyes twinkling and the skin all round wrinkled, while 
the rest of his face was sour. 

" Why, Shock!" I cried; " who'd have thought of seeing 
you? How did you get there?" 

" Clum up." 

"Did Mr. Brownsmith send you?" 

He shook his head. 

" How is it you are here, then?" 

" Hooked it." 

"Why, you haven't run away?" 
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''I jest have, though." 
" But you are going back ? " 
He shook his head with all his might. 
" I've sin you lots o' times/' he said. 
"When?" 

"Yes'day. Day afore, and day afore that." 
" What! have you been here three days?" 
Shock nodded. 

"Where have you slept, then?" 
" Haystack." 

"And what have you had to eat?" 
" Bread. Lots o' things I fun 5 in the fields. Rabbud." 
Who's that boy?" said a sharp voice that I well knew; 
and Shock's head disappeared. 

" Mr. Ezra Brownsmith's boy, Sir Francis/' I said. " He 
used to work with me." 

"Was he from the workhouse?" 
"Yes, Sir Francis." 

"Tell him not to do that again, and don't you en- 
courage him. I don't approve of it. Go on with your 
work." 

I took the barrow handles and wheeled it away, biting 
my lips, for it had suddenly struck me that Sir Francis 
thought that I was talking to a boy who was my com- 
panion in the workhouse, and it seemed as if fate was 
fixing the term pauper upon me so tightly that I should 
not be able to get it removed. 

Plenty of little annoyances occurred, but I put up 
with them; and not the least was the appearance of Shock 
at the top of first one wall and then another, but never 
near enough to speak to me. 

He showed himself so often here and there that I used 
to go about the garden feeling sure that he was watching 
me; and at last I found, to my horror, that he had grown 
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more bold, and used to get into the garden, for one day 
I caught sight of him creeping on hands and knees among 
the gooseberry bushes. 

I started in pursuit, but stopped directly, feeling sure 
that if I did so the act would result in trouble to us both, 
and determined to write to Mr. Ezra about him. I was 
glad I did so the next minute, for Courtenay and Philip 
came down the garden to amuse themselves picking goose- 
berries and eating them. 

I was busy watering some celery that had been planted 
in trenches and shaded from the hot sun. 

To do this I had a barrel fitted on wheels in a sort of 
barrow. From this I filled my can by dipping it, and 
when I had finished I had to go down to the bottom of 
the garden to a good-sized pond and reverse the process, 
dipping a bucket at some steps and filling the barrel. 

I had filled my barrel once, and was busy dipping my 
can and thinking about Shock and what would be the 
consequences if he were seen by the two boys, when I 
suddenly found them by me, each with his cap full of 
ripe gooseberries, which they were eating as they watched 
me; and after giving his brother a look, Philip opened 
the annoyance by saying: 

" Come, pauper, work away." 

I took no notice, when a half-sucked gooseberry struck 
me on the arm. 

It was a disgusting act on the young coward's part, but 
though in a moment I felt on fire, I only wiped it off, 
when Courtenay threw one and hit me on the face. 

I wiped that away too, and raising my can stepped off 
the path on to the bed to go to the trench, but not in time 
to avoid a large over-ripe gooseberry which smashed as it 
struck me in the ear and began to trickle down. 

I was in such a rage that the roar of laughter from my 

(289) S 
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two tyrants half maddened ine, and I watered that celery 
in a way that washed some of the roots quite bare. 

They were waiting for me when I got back to the tub, 
and, emboldened by the patient way in which I bore their 
insults, they kept on pelting me with the over-ripe fruit 
till I had it in my hair, my eyes, and down within the 
collar of my shirt. 

I ground my teeth with rage, and felt that I could boar 
it no longer, but I made no sign. 

Then they pelted me with words too, inventing ridicu- 
lous names, asking me about the workhouse food, and at 
last I determined to bear it no longer, but go straight up 
to the house and show Sir Francis the state I was in and 
beg him to put a stop to this annoyance. 

But just then it flashed upon my mind that Sir Francis 
and her ladyship had gone out the day before to stay 
somewhere for a fortnight, and this explained the boldness 
of the two young ruffians, who had never behaved so out- 
rageously before. 

" If I go and tell Mr. Solomon," I thought, " he will only 
tell me I was foolish to take any notice;" and at last, 
writhing with annoyance, I emptied the barrel and 
trundled it down to the pond, hoping to leave my tor- 
mentors behind. 

But no; they followed me and continued their assaults 
as soon as they had replenished their caps with the goose- 
berries that were abundant on the bushes, over-ripe many 
of them, and of monstrous size. 

" Did you ever see such a coward?" said Philip. 

"Like all these paupers," cried Courtenay. "Ha! ha! 
ha! right in the ear." 

I stamped with rage, for his words were true about his 
aim, though I did not feel cowardly, for I was working hard 
to do my duty and keep my hands from my assailants. 
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" Give him one in the eye/' said Philip. " Bet you two- 
pence, Court, I hit him first in the eye." 

They went on pelting and I went on filling my barrel, 
dipping with the bucket and pouring it in, and a dozen 
times over it was all I could do to keep from discharging 
the contents of the pail in Courtenay's face. 

Full at last, and I was ready to go up the garden 
again. 

I glanced round in the hope of seeing Mr. Solomon or 
Bunce or one of the other gardeners; but they were all 
busy in the upper gardens, while I was quite shut in here 
with my tormentors. 

" Here, let's get some more shot, Court," cried Philip. 
" I'll serve the sneaking coward out for getting me in that 
row with pa." 

"Wait a bit," said his brother; "look at him. He goes 
down just like a monkey. He's going to wash his goose- 
berry face." 

He was quite right, for I had laid my cap aside and 
stooped down at the dipping place to wash off some of 
the seedy, sticky pulp before going back. 

" Dirty brute !" said Philip. " I never saw such a coward 

in my life." 

I ought to have been on my guard and not have given 
them the opportunity which I did, for as I stooped down 
there, crouching on my heels, I placed a great temptation 
in Courtenay Dalton's way. For as I stooped right down, 
scooping up the water with one hand to bathe my face, 
I suddenly felt a sharp thrust from a foot on my back, 
and before I could save myself I was head over heels in 
the deep water. 

It was not so deep but that I got my footing directly, 
and seizing the post at the side tried to struggle out, when 
amidst shouts of laughter Philip cried : 
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" Give him another dowse. That's the way to wash a 

pauper clean." 

I was half-blind with the water, as Courtenay thrust 

my hand from the post, and in I went again, to come up 

red hot instead of cold. 

He thrust me in again and I went right under; but my 
rage was not quenched, and, taught by my experience, J 
made a rush as if to spring out on to the dipping-place' 
but instead of doing so I caught at a branch of a willow 
by the side and sprang out. 

"Shake yourself, dog!" cried Courtenay, roaring with 
laughter. 

" Fetch him a towel," cried Philip. " A towel for the 
clean pauper. Give him another ducking, Courtenay." 

He ran at me, but in those moments I had forgotten 
everything in my thirst to be revenged on my cowardly 

persecutors. 

Philip only seemed to be something in my way as 1 
made at his brother, and throwing out one fist, he went 
down amongst the willows, while the next minute I was 
striking at Courtenay with all my might. 

He was a bigger boy than I. Taller and older, and he 
had had many a good fight at school no doubt; but my 
onslaught staggered him, and I drove him before me, 
striking at him as he reached the handles of my water- 
barrow, and he fell over them heavily. 

This only enraged him, and he sprang up and received 
my next blow right in the face, to be staggered for the 
moment. 

Then I don't know what happened, only that my arms 
were going like windmills, that I was battering Cour- 
tenay, and that he was battering me; that we were down, 

and then up, and then down again, over and over, and 

fighting fiercely as a couple of dogs. 
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I think I was getting the best of it, when I began to 
feel weak, and that my adversary was hitting me back 
and front at once. 

Then I realized that Philip had attacked me too, and 
that I was getting very much the worst of it in a sort of 
thunderstorm which rained blows. 

Then the blows only came from one side, for there was 
a hoarse panting and the sound of heavy blows and scuf- 
fling away from me, while I was hitting out again with 
all my might at one boy instead of two. 

All at once there was a crash and the rattle of an iron 
handle, and Courtenay went down. He had caught 
against the pail and fallen. 

This gave me time to glance round and see in a half- 
blinded way that Philip was fighting with some other 
boy, who closed with him, and down they went together. 

"Yah! yah! Cowards! cowards!" cried a voice that I 
well knew; and I saw giddily that Courtenay and Philip 
were running up the path, and that Shock was standing 
beside me. 

"Well done!" cried another voice. "What a licking 
you two give 'em!" 

Shock started, and ran, darting among the bushes, while 
I sat down on a barrow-handle, feeling rather thick and 
dizzy. 

"I was coming to stop it. Two to one's too bad; but 
that ragged chap come out at young Phil, and my 
word, he did give it him well. Are you much hurt, 
my lad?" 

" No, not much, Mr. Bunce," I said, staring at him in 
rather a confused way. 

"Here, I'll get some water," he said; and he went and 
dipped a pailful. " Bathe your face in that." 

I did so, and felt clearer and refreshed directly. 
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" Go on," he said; " keep it up. It will stop the bleed- 
ing. What! have you been in the pond?" 

" Yes," I said ; " they've been pelting me this last half 
hour, and then they pushed me in." 

"The young rips!" cried Bunce. "Nevermind. I'm 
as pleased as if some one had given me a sovereign." 

"Yes," I said dismally; "and they'll tell Sir Francis, 
and I shall have to go." 

" Not you," said Bunce. " They're awful curs, but 
they're beaten, and they won't tell." 

" Hallo! what's all this?" said Mr. Solomon, coming up. 

Bunce told him. 

"And did he thrash 'em well?" said Mr. Solomon, look- 



ing rather angry, " the pair of them ? " 

" No. They were too strong both at once, but that 
Ragged Jack of a chap that's been hanging about — him 
as I told you of this morning — he come out and tackled 
young Phil when he was on Grant's back, and my word 
those two have gone off with their tails between their 

legs. Licked, sir, licked out and out." 

" I suppose I shall be sent away, sir," I said, wringing 
the water out of my shirt-sleeves. 

"I suppose you won't," said Mr. Solomon sharply. "I've 
seen a deal, my lad, and I wondered you didn't have a 
turn at them before. I didn't think you'd got the stuff in 
you, to tell you the truth." 

"Oh, but he had!" said Bunce. "I wish. you'd ha' seen." 

"Well, I'm sorry," said Mr. Solomon. "No, I'm not; 
I'm glad. They'll leave you alone now. There, go and 
change your things. It was time you did strike. Here, 
I'll go with you, or you'll frighten the missus into fits. 
I say," he shouted back, " keep a sharp look-out for 
that boy, and catch him if you can. I must have him 
stopped." 
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" Poor old Shock!" I thought, as I felt grateful to him 
for what he had done. 

The next minute I was at the gardener's cottage, being 
scolded and wiped by Mrs. Solomon, who said she had 
never seen such a sight in her life, and who was not 
happy till she had me down-stairs in dry things, bathing 
one of my eyes, putting a leech on the other, and care- 
fully strapping up a cut on the back of my head. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



I HAVE A DIFFICULT TASK. 




HE gardener was right. The fight was a lesson 
for the boys, who kept at a distance from me 
during the next few days, while our scratches 
and bruises grew faint and began to heal. 

We had expected they would have been off to school; 
but for some reason, illness I believe, the holidays were 
extended for a month, and so they stayed, but I was 
pretty well left in peace. 

My first hint of Sir Francis' return was given by that 
gentleman himself, who came upon me suddenly as I was 
busy in the peach-house. I was painting away at the 
branches that had become infected with a tiresome kind 
of blight, when I heard a sharp quick step behind me, and 
my heart quailed, for I felt that it was Sir Francis about 
to take me to task for my encounter with his sons. 

I kept busily on with my work, in the faint hope that 
he might pass me and say nothing, but he stopped short, 
and looked on as I busied myself with my brush and the 
poisonous decoction that was to kill the insects. 

I was in agony, for I felt that he was looking me 
through and through, and when he did speak at last I 
gave quite a jump. 

" Hah ! " he exclaimed, " rather hard upon the insects. 
Well, Grant, how are you getting on?" 

" Very well, Sir Francis, I think," I said. 

"Seen any more of that boy?" 

" Yes, Sir Francis/' I said, colouring. 
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" Climbed up the wall, has he?" 

"I don't know, Sir Francis/' I replied; "but he has got 
into the garden lately. 

"That's right, my lad, be frank/' he said. "I know 
he has got into the garden. I caught my young gentle- 
man and took him to task. He says he came because 
you were here." 

"I'm afraid that is why he did come, Sir Francis," I said. 

"Did you tell him to come?" 

" No, Sir Francis. We were never very friendly." 

"Ho!" he said, and he walked on looking at the 
peaches for a few minutes, and then went away, leaving 
me to wipe the cold perspiration off my forehead, for 1 
had fully expected a severe scolding. 

I finished my task in the peach-house, and then went 
to see how the celery was getting on, for I found that 
when Mr. Solomon gave me a task he expected me to 
continue to watch, whatever it was. 

"So that I may feel that when I have put anything in 
your hands it will be properly done," he said more than 
once; so, feeling that I was responsible for the success of 
the celery plants, I was on my way to the bottom garden 

by the pond, thinking of the encounter I had when I was 
busy watering there that day, when, as I turned down 
one of the alleys of the garden, I saw a man in the dis- 
tance digging up a piece of ground with a broad spade, 
and turning over the soil in that easy regular way, level- 
ling it as he went, that experienced gardeners acquire. 

There was something in his way of digging that seemed 
familiar, and I stopped and stared. The man stopped 
too, and glanced in my .direction ; but he only scraped his 
spade and went on, while, as soon as I had seen his pro- 
file I ran up to him and held out my hand. 

"Why, Ike!" I cried, "is that you?" 
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He paused for a few moments, ran his hand over his 
nose, involuntarily, I'm sure, glanced down at first one 
leg, and then the other, after which he went on digging. 

" Yes," he said; "it's me." 

" Why, what are you doing here ? " 

" Digging," he said gruffly, and, turning up a spadeful 
of earth, he gave it a blow with the spade, as if he were 
boxing its ears, and levelled it smoothly. 

"I know that," I cried; "but how is it you're here?" 

"Got took on." 

"Oh! I am glad," I cried. 

He looked up at me sidewise, and drove his spade in 



again. 



>> 



"No, you arn't," he said gruffly. 

"Indeed I am, Ike/' I cried, "though you wouldn't say 
good-bye." 

"Now — now — now — now!" he cried; "don't go on that 
how." 

"Did you come this morning?" I said. 

"Been here 'most a week." 

"And I didn't know ! But why did you leave Mr. 
Brownsmith?" 

"I leffOld Brownsmith because I wanted to leave him. 
Did you have a quarrel, Ike?" 
Quarrel? No! What should I want to quarrel for?" 

"But why did you leave?" 

"'Cause I liked. Man ain't a slave, is he?" 

"I am glad you're here, though, Ike," I cried. 
Not you," he said sourly, as he thrust and chopped 
and levelled the soil. 

"Indeed but I am," I cried. "Yes, sir, coming," I 
shouted, for I heard Mr. Solomon asking for me. 

I went to him, and he set me to water the pots that 
had been plunged under the big wall; but on going to the 
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pump in the middle of the big walk, where the well was 
that we used for this garden, I found the handle swing 
loosely up and down. 

I went and told Mr. Solomon that there was no water 
to be had there. 

"I thought as much!" he cried angrily. "I saw those 
boys jerking the handle about yesterday. Here, Bunce!" 

Bunce was sent off with a message, and I went about 
some other task, glad to find that Ike was there at work, 
for somehow I liked him, though I did not know why, 
since he was always very gruff and snappish with me. 
But still it seemed as if he had come to Hampton because 
I was there. 

The next morning, after breakfast, as I went down the 
garden I found that Mr. Solomon was by the well talking 
to a man who carried a basket of tools. 

As I approached he put them down, Mr. Solomon helped 
him, and together they lifted up a great stone in the path- 
way, which covered the mouth of the well. 

There is something very attractive and yet repellent 
about a well, at least to me. I always want to look dow T n 
it and listen to the peculiar echoing noise, and the 
whispers that seem to creep about its green wet sides. 

It was so here, and while the man stood talking to Mr. 
Solomon I went down on one knee and peered into the 
well, to see, far down, a glistening round of what looked 
like a mirror with my face in it, but in a blurred indistinct 
way, for there was a musical splashing of water falling 
from the sides, and as I bent lower the air seemed cold 
and dank, while above it was sunny and warm. 

I started up suddenly, for just then I heard a laugh, 
and recalling the way in which I had been thrust into 
the pond I did not care to risk a kick from him who 
laughed, or from his companion. 
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For, attracted by Bunce, who was carrying a long 
ladder, they asked him if he was going to gather fruit, 
and on learning that the well was being opened they, to 
use their own words, came to see the fun. 

Bunce laid the ladder along the path and went off again 
to his work, while the two boys seemed to ignore my 
presence, and stood talking to one another and waiting, 
Philip throwing stones, while Courtenay amused himself 
by kicking a coil of rope that lay upon the path. 

"Here, Grant," cried Mr. Solomon, turning upon me 
suddenly. "Run to the cottage and get a candle and a 
box of matches." 

"Yes, sir," I said, going. 

"Yes sir, certainly sir, yes sir," said Philip in a mocking 
tone. 

"And, Grant," shouted Mr, Solomon, "bring one of the 
men with you." 

"Bunce?" I said. 

"No, he's busy. Bring that new man, Isaac." 

I ran off to the cottage for the candle and matches, and 
Mrs. Solomon asked what they were for. 

"To see down in the well, I think," I said. 

"Oh yes, to be sure! the pump is broken. Tell master 
to be very careful. Wells are very dangerous places. I 
once knew of a well where four men tumbled down and 
never came up again." 

"We'll take care not to tumble," I cried laughing; and 
I ran off to find Ike, who was digging away near where 
I had seen him before. 

"Eh! Good mornin'!" he said sourly. "Is it? I didn't 
know. Mornin's seems always all alike to a man as has 
to dig." 

"But how well you're doing it, Ike! It's better dug 
than our men generally dig it." 
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"Be it?" he said dubiously/ "Well, I have punished it 
pretty well. Ground's very foul and full o' bear-bine." 

"Put down your spade and come along with me," I 
cried; "they're doing something to the well." 

"All right, I'll come!" said Ike sourly. "Pay me my 
wage and I'm ready. Night work or day work, it's all 
the same to me, and such is life. 'Tis a rum set out." 

"Don't grumble, Ike," I said, "on a morning like this." 

"Grumble! That ain't grumbling. But I say, young 
'un, are you glad I come?" 

"Why, of course I am, Ike." 

"So am I then. I s'pose I come o' purpose to work 
along o' you; but I miss my hoss a deal. I say, Old 
Brownsmith didn't like it a bit; but here I am; and did 
you know about young Shock?" 

"No: what about him? Have they caught him and 
sent him away?" 

"No: they've caught him and give him a decent suit of 
clothes, so stiff he can't hardly move in 'em, and he's took 



on." 



<i 



Shock is?" 



"To be sure he is; and if he behaves decent his fortun's 

made." 

"Oh, look here, my man," said Mr. Solomon as we came 
up, "you had better stop here and help. Lower down 
that ladder." 

Ike took hold of the ladder as if it were an enemy, 
gave me a nod, and I went and stood at the foot, so as to 
hold it down, while Ike raised it erect, and then, taking- 
it by the rounds with his strong brown hands, he lifted 
it as if it had been a feather, and, walking to the mouth 
of the well, let the ladder glide softly down till he held 
the top in his hands; then, swinging it about, he found a 
resting-place for the bottom upon a piece of wood such as 
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were fixed across the well ' every ten or a dozen feet to 
support the pipe and other gear of the pump. 

"That do, master?" said Ike. 

"Yes/' said Mr. Solomon. "Now, Mr. Grinling, you had 
better try her. Here, stop, what are you going to do?" 



a 
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Going down," said Courtenay. 

"Do you know that well is perhaps very foul?" cried 
Mr. Solomon. 

Then it's your place to keep it clean," said Philip 
sharply. "Go on down, Court, or else I shall." 

"You won't, neither of you, go down while I'm here," 
said Mr. Solomon stoutly. 

"What right have you to interfere?" cried Courtenay. 

" Same right as any man has to interfere when he sees a 
young goose going to throw away his life." 

"Oh rubbish!" said Courtenay. "Just as if I couldn't 
go down a ladder. Here, stand aside." 

Mr. Solomon did not stand aside, and he looked so very 
sturdy and firm that Courtenay gave up and drew back 
with his brother, whispering and waiting his opportunity. 

During this time the plumber had been rattling his 
tools in his basket, and Mr. Solomon turned to him again. 

"Ain't you going to try her?" he said. "That well 
hasn't been open these two years." 

"Oh! she's right enough," said the plumber sourly. 

"It ain't the first time I've been down a well." 

" But I don't think it's safe," said Mr. Solomon. "What 
do you say?" he continued, turning to Ike. 

" Looks right enough," said Ike, kneeling down and 
looking into the well. Then rising, " but I wouldn't go 
down unless I didn't want to come up no more." 

"Tchah!" ejaculated the plumber; and I knelt down 
once more to look for the danger, but could see nothing 
but the dark whispering hole, with, at a great depth 
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below, the round disc of light representing the mouth of 
the well. 

Just then something passed my head and fell down 
with, after a while, a strange hollow plash from below. 

" That'll do," said Mr. Solomon angrily, " No more of 
that, please." 

"You mind your own business, Browny. Anyone would 
think you were the master here." 

" Master or no, here's Sir Francis coming. Let's see 
whether he likes you to be throwing stones down the 
well/' 

Mr. Solomon uttered a sigh of relief, for, as Sir Francis 
came along a neighbouring path, the two lads slowly 
walked away. 

" That's a blessing," he said. " Now we can work in 
peace. You'll try her first — won't you, plumber?" 

"All right, gardener. What are you scared about?" 

Mr. Solomon looked at him angrily and then said; 

"I don't know that I'm scared about you, my man; 
but I don't want to risk my life, or to send down one of 
my men to fetch you out." 

The plumber grunted, and I looked on wondering what 
the danger was, for I knew nothing then about chemistry 
or foul gases; and I stared all the more when the plumber 
took a ball of thin string from his jacket pocket, tied the 
candle with a couple of half hitches, and then struck a 
match and lit the wick. Then as soon as it was burning 
brightly, sheltered by his hands from the breeze, he 
stooped down and held it in the well and then lowered it 
down. 

We stood round watching the candle swing gently and 
the flame dance as the plumber slowly unrolled the ball 
of string. 

At first the light looked very pale; but it grew brighter 



288 A LESSON IN GAS. 

as it left the sunshine near the mouth of the well and 
lit up the dark slimy-looking old bricks, the rusty iron 
pipe, and the cross pieces of timber, while far down I 
could now and then catch sight of the cylinder of the 
pump as the candle began to swing now like a pendulum. 
It was very indistinct, just gleaming now and then, while 
the walls glistened, and I realized more and more what a 
horrible place it would be for anyone to fall into. 

I was full of imaginings of horror, and I fancied the 
fearful splash, the darkness, the rising to the surface, and 
then the poor wretch — myself perhaps — striving to get 
my fingers in between the slippery bricks, and getting no 
hold, and then — 

"There! — what did I tell you?" said Mr. Solomon, 

" She's a foul un, and no mistake/' growled Ike. 

"Oh! that's nothing," said the plumber. "I've been 

down worse wells than that." 

I was puzzled, for it seemed to me that the candle must 
be bad. As I had watched it the flame grew brighter 
and brighter as it reached the darkness, and then it 
burned more palely, grew smaller, and then all at once it 
turned blue and went out. 

He drew it up, lit it again, and lowered it once more, and 
it seemed to go down a little lower before it went out. 

He drew it up again, relit it, and once more sent it 
down; and this time it went as far as the cylinder of the 
pump — which was fixed, I saw, on a sort of scaffold or 
framework where the foot of the ladder rested. 

I was able to see all this before the light went out and 
was drawn up again. 

"All right in a few minutes," said the plumber; and he 
unfastened the candle, lowered down his basket of tools 
by means of the string, and made it lodge on a bit of a 
platform close by the works of the pump. 
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It was all very interesting to me to see how low down 
the pump was fixed, and that the handle worked an iron 
rod up and down — a rod of great length. 

The plumber took off his jacket and rolled up his 
sleeves, after sticking the candle in his waist and the 
matches in his pocket, and prepared to descend. 

"Why, you are not going down like that— are you?" 
said Mr. Solomon. 

"I always do go down like that," said the man with a 
laugh. "How should you go down — head first?" 

"No," cried Mr. Solomon angrily; "but with a rope 
fastened to my waist, and a couple of men to hold it." 

" D yer think I'm a baby?" said the plumber, "or a little 
child?" 

"Worse," said Mr. Solomon shortly. "You can make 

them do what's right." 

" Tchah ! I know what I'm about, just as well as you 
know how to bud roses." 

"I dave say you do," said Mr. Solomon sternly; "but 
that well's got a lot of foul gas in it, and you're not going 
down without a rope to hold you." 

"Rubbish!" said the plumber, laughing; "I am." 

"And who's going to use the water agen if you're 
drowned in it?" said Ike seriously. "It'll be all full o' 
white-lead and putty, and kill the plarnts!" 

"You re very clever," said the plumber sharply; "but 
just mind your own business." 

As he spoke he sat down with his legs in the well, but 
Mr. Solomon seized him by the collar. 

"You stop," he cried; " I won't have it. You don't go 
down that well without a rope round you. Fetch Bunce," 
he said, addressing Ike. 

" If I can't do my work my own way," said the plumber 
sharply, "I shan't do it at all." 

( 2S9 ) T 
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He started up, threw on his jacket, and went off after 
Ike, while Mr. Solomon stood thinking. 

" Such idiocy !' J he exclaimed. " The well isn't safe, and 
he wants to run unnecessary risks. I suppose he'll come 
back " he muttered. " Perhaps I shall have to fetch him. 
Here, Grant, you stop here and don't leave the mouth 
of the well for fear anyone should go near." 

He went after the men, and I lay down gazing into the 
dark hollow place, wondering what the foul gas was like, 
and whether I could see it down below ; and I was just 
wishing that I had the candle and string to try experi- 
ments, and wondering how far the light would go down 
now, when I uttered a cry. 

My heart seemed to give a great leap, for somebody 
gave me a rough push and it seemed as if I were going to 
be thrust down the well. 

" There's a coward!" cried Philip jeeringly. "Did you 
ever see such a cur, Court? Thought he was going 
down." 

" Perhaps I did," I replied warmly, as I glanced from 
one to the other, wondering whether it was to be war 
again ; but they paid no further attention to me, and 
began arguing between themselves. 

" You daren't! " said Philip. 

"Daren't!" cz'ied Courtenay. "Why, I went down last 
time hanging to a rope when it was cleaned out, and 
there was no water at the bottom." 

" But there is water now — twenty or thirty feet, and 
you daren't go clown." 

" Yes I dare." 

" Bet you sixpence you daren't." 

" Done!" cried Courtenay. "Mind I shall make you 
pay." 

" You daren't go." 



tt tw vnti ^*n^» 



IF YOXJ DARE." 291 

"All right; you'll see!" cried Courtenay; and to my 
horror he went close to the mouth and looked down. 

" You cant go down," I said ; " the well isn't safe." 

"Who spoke to you, pauper?" cried Philip sharply. 
And then with a sniggering laugh, "It ain't safe, Cour- 
tenay. You can't go down, and you'll have to pay me 
all the same." 

" I'm going down," said Courtenay. 

" You can't," I cried. " It's full of foul air." 

" You mind your own business, pauper," cried Cour- 
tenay. 

This repetition of the word pauper so enraged me that 
for the moment I felt tempted to let him go down, but the 
next moment I shuddered at the thought and cried : 

" It is my business. I was to keep everyone from 
going near." 

" Don't take any notice of the workus boy, Court. Go 
on down, if you dare." 

" I dare," he said, laughing. 

" I tell you it isn't safe," I cried. 

" Do you want a punch on the head ? " said Philip 
menacingly. 

" Yes, but you daren't give it me," I cried fiercely. 

" Never mind him," said Courtenay " Look here, I'm 
only going to the bottom of the ladder. I'm not going 
to slide down the pipe to the water." 

As he spoke he sat down on the edge with his legs 
dangling over the side. 

" Ha, ha, ha! " laughed Philip, seating himself opposite 
to him and kicking at his brother's feet. " You daren't 

go. 

" You say I daren't go again I'll take you by the 
scruff of the neck and make you go down instead. I 
say, let's send the pauper down to swallow the foul air." 
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" There, I knew you daren't go/' cried Philip. 

" I dare." 

" You daren't." 

" He shall not go," I cried ; and I caught the lad by 
the collar. 

He gave himself a twist, and as he freed himself he 
struck me a savage blow with his elbow right in the 
lower part of the chest. 

The blow took away my breath and made me stagger 
back in agony, and gasping, while by the time I had 
recovered myself he had stepped on to the ladder, gone 
down several rounds, and his head disappeared. 

"There, coward, what do you think of that?" cried 
Philip. 

I ran to the side with my heart throbbing painfully, 
and I felt as if my eyes were wild and staring as I saw 
the lad go down about a dozen feet and stop. 

" I say, Phil," he cried, with his voice echoing and 
sounding hollow, "come down. It is so jolly and cool." 

" I'll go down when you've come up/' said his brother. 
" That isn't far enough. I don't call that anything." 

" Wait a bit. Don't be in a wax." 

" Come up, sir, pray come up," I cried. " There's foul 
air lower down. The candle wouldn't burn." 

" Pitch him down if he don't hold his tongue, Phil," 
cried Courtenay. " Here goes for a slide." 

He grasped the sides of the ladder, took his feet off 
the round on which he stood, and throwing his legs round 
he began to slide slowly down. 

" I say, it's as cool as eating ices, Phil," he cried. " Come 
on down." 

Philip made no answer, but glanced at me, and I sup- 
pose my blanched and horrified countenance startled 
him, for he too suddenly turned white and exclaimed; 
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" There, you've won, Court. I give in. Come back 



now." 



Too late! Courtenay slid slowly on for a few moments, 
then faster, and then we saw his arms relax and he fell 
over backwards, while as I stood on the brink gazing 
down I felt as if I had suddenly been turned to stone. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 



"WHAT SHALL WE DO?" 




SEEMED to be standing there some time, but 
Mr. Solomon afterwards told me it was not a 
moment, before I looked up, and seeing him 
returning with the plumber, ran towards them 
swiftly, shouting for help. 

The two men started running directly, and as we 
reached the well together there was Philip lying upon 
the ground beside the path, face downwards, and with 
his fingers thrust into his ears. 

" Now, then," shouted Mr. Solomon to the plumber, as 
Ike came running up straight across beds, bushes, every- 
thing. "Now, then, you said the well was safe; go down 
and fetch him up." 

The plumber went upon one knee, seized the top of the 
ladder, and got up again shaking his head. 

"I can't afford it," he said. " I've a wife and bairns at 
home." 

" I — I daren't go down," groaned Mr. Solomon. " Man, 
man, what shall we do?" 

" It scares me," growled Ike hoarsely; " but I've got no 
wife and no bairns; and if Master Grant here says, Go, I'll 
go, though," he added slowly, " it's going down into one's 
grave." 

" Can you see him, Grant?" cried Mr. Solomon. 

"Yes; down on the wood," I said in a hoarse whisper; 
"he's lying across a beam with his head down. What 
shall we do?" 
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As I asked this piteously I raised my head, to see Philip 
close by me kneeling on the gravel, his eyes half closed, 
his face of a yellowish gray, his hands clenched, and his 
teeth chattering. 

No one spoke, and as I looked from one man to the 
other every face was pale and stony-looking, for the men 
felt that to go down into that carbonic acid gas was to 
give up life. 

I felt horribly frightened, and as if I were sinking some- 
where. I glanced round, and there was the beautiful 
garden all flowers and fruit, with the glorious sunshine 
over all. Below me that terrible pit with the falling 
whispering water, and a chill seeming to rise out of its 
depths. 

As I looked I saw Shock coming towards us at a run, 
as if he divined that something was the matter, and the 
sight of him made me think of Mr. Brownsmrth's garden 
and my happy life there, and I gave a low sob as my 
eyes filled with tears. 

I tell you I felt horribly frightened, and all this that 

has taken so long to describe seemed to pass in a flash — 

almost as I started from gazing down the well to my feet. 
" Tie the rope round me," I said huskily. " You can 

pull me up if I fall." 

" Well done, young un!" shouted the plumber, catching 
up the coil of rope. " I like pluck, I do." 

" You stand aside," cried Ike, snatching the rope from 
him and giving him a rough thrust with his elbow. "I'll 
do this here." 

He ran the rope rapidly through his hands, and secured 
one end about my chest. 

Then he made a running noose at the other end. 

"Look here," he cried. "You take this here noose in 
your hand, my lad; there's plenty of rope to reach down 
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double. When you gets to him put it over his arm or his 
leg, or anywhere, and pull it tight. I'll take care o' you, 
my boy, and have you up again like a shot." 

" Shake hands, Ike," I said, all of a tremble. 

"Ay, I will, boy." 

" Go, and God help you!" groaned Mr. Solomon; and the 
next instant, with the noose in my hand and just feeling 
the rope drag on my chest, I stepped on to the ladder, 
clasped it as Courtenay had done, and let myself slide 
down. 

As I went I looked up, and it seemed dark, for there 
was a ring of heads round the top; but below as I looked 
it was still darker. 

Down, down, with a curious catching of the breath, and 
a strange sensation of this not being real seizing me. 
Then I seemed to wake up and find myself where the 
water was dripping, and the well whispering, and still I 
slid down till I was on the slimy platform where the foot 
of the ladder rested, but young Dalton was not there, but 
some ten feet lower, on the next crosspiece of timber. 

" Lower me down," I cried, and hanging by the rope I 
felt myself lowered more and more, and that I was slowly 
spinning round; but as I swung to and fro I caught at 
something I could dimly see, and found it was the great 
slippery pipe that went down into the water, and guided 
myself by that. 

Only about ten feet; but the distance in that curious 
state of dread that made me feel as if my breath was 
painful and difficult, seemed ten times as great. The rope 
seemed to be compressing the bones of my chest tighter 
and tighter, and twice over I felt that I was in amongst 
the foul air that I believed would kill me before I reached 
the crosspiece on which the lad hung. 

The next minute I was seated astride the slippery piece 
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of oak with the water about half a dozen feet below me, 
and I saw that the least touch would send Courtenay off. 

I remembered my lesson though, and, forgetting my 
dread in the excitement, I slipped the rope over the hang- 
ing arm nearest to me, right up to the shoulder, and was 
in the act of drawing it tight, when, as I bent down, a 
curious choking sensation seized me, and all was blank. 

Ike told me what took place afterwards, for I knew 
nothing more till I opened my eyes, and found that I was 
lying down, and several people whose faces looked misty 
and confused were about me. 

I felt sick, and my head throbbed violently. There was 
a weight over me too, and a curious feeling of confusion, 
in the midst of which a cool hand was laid upon my fore- 
head, and I heard some one say: 

" He's coming round fast." 

I lay quite still for some time, and at last I exclaimed: 

"What's the matter — is anyone hurt?'* 

" Lie still, my lad," said a strange voice. 

"I know," I cried excitedly. "Did you get him out?" 

" Yes, yes, he's all right, and so are you, Grant, my lad," 
said Mr. Solomon; and .just then the room seemed to be 
darkened, and I heard Ike's voice: 

"Is he coming to?" 

" Yes. He's all right." 

Then I felt that I was wrong about some one else, 
and that it was that accident with the cart tipping up at 
Old Brownsmith's, and it was I who was hurt. 

That all passed away like a cloud, and my full senses 
seemed to come back. 

"Did you get Master Courtenay out?" I said. 

" Yes, my lad, he is quite safe," said a quick sharp voice, 
which its owner seemed to me trying to make gentle, and 
turning my head I saw Sir Francis. 
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I tried to get up, but turned giddy. 
Lie still, my lad," he said kindly. "Don't disturb 
him, Brownsmith. Good-bye, my lad! I'll see you again. 

He shook hands with me and went to the door. 

" Well/' he said sharply, "are you going to shake hands 
with the brave fellow who saved your brother's life?" 

The next moment I saw young Philip at my side, and 
he took my hand in his, which felt cold and damp like 
the tail of a cod-fish. 

" If he seems to change in any way," said the voice I 
had heard before, "send for me directly; but I think he 
will be all right in an hour or two. I'm going up to the 
house." 

"Who's that?" I said sharply. 

"The doctor, my lad," said Mr. Solomon. 

" But I'm not ill," I said. " What was it? Did I fall 
into the water?" 

"Foul air overcame you, my lad. How do you feel?" 

"Yes, how do you feel?" said Mrs. Solomon gently, as 
she took my hand. 

" I'm all right," I said, sitting up, and this time I didn't 
feel giddy. " Only something seems to hurt my chest." 

"The rope cut you a bit, that's all. It will soon go off" 

Through the open door I could see Ike standing watch- 
ing me attentively, and as soon as he caught my eye he 
began to jerk his arm in the air as if he were crying 
"Hooray!" 

Just then a head came slowly round the door-post, and 
I saw Shock staring in at me; but as soon as he saw that 
I was looking his head was snatched back. 

"How is he now?" said the plumber, coming to the 
door. 

"Oh, I am quite well," I said, in an irritable tone that 
was new to me, and I got up; " I'm going out now." 
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"You're well out of it, my lad," said the plumber. "I 
knowed a case once where five chaps went down one after 
the other to save him as had gone first, and they all fell 
to the bottom and died." 

" There, for goodness' sake, man, don't talk like that 
to the lad after what he has gone through," said Mrs. 
Solomon. 

"All right, mum," said the plumber; "but as I was going 
to say, I don't think I shall have the heart to go down to- 
day, but I'll see how the air is whether or no." 

" You're not going out," said Mrs. Solomon. 

' f Yes, please; it will do me good," I said; and the air 
did serve to refresh me, as I followed them back to the 
well, where the plumber tried it again by lowering down 
the lighted candle, to find it burn brightly till it was 
down by the cross piece on which young Dalton had lain, 

after which it went out directly. 

He tried it again and again, always with the same 

result. 

"It's got lower and lower," he said. "By to-morrow 

there won't be much in. That young gent couldn't have 

been overcome by the bad air," he continued. " It's my 

belief as he fell out of being frightened, and it's lucky for 
him that he stopped where he did. If he'd gone a foot 
lower, that doctor wouldn't have brought him round." 

"Well," said Mr. Solomon rather impatiently, "what are 
you going to do?" 

"Kiver up the well for to-day, and come on to- 



morrow." 



" But we want water." 

"Can't help it; I couldn't go down and work there 
to-day. My nerves is shook." 

" Suppose we put a rope round you." 

" Bless your heart, Mr. Brownsmith, sir, I couldn't go 
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down if you put two ropes round me. I'm just going to 
lift out this here ladder, and then p'raps your man will 
help me put on the stone." 

Mr. Solomon grunted, and I looked on, shivering a little 
in spite of the hot sunshine as I saw the ladder lifted out 
and laid down beside the path by Ike, after which Mr. 
Solomon himself helped to put the stone back in its place 
before walking with the plumber towards the gate. 

"How was it all, Ike?" I said eagerly. 

" Oh, you'd better ask young Shock here." 

Shock, who was in a stiff suit of corduroys, looked at 
him sharply, spun round, and ran off 

"Y'ever see the likes o' him?" said Ike chuckling. 
" Puts me in mind of a scared dog, he do, reg'lar." 

"But tell me," I said; "how was it? I don't remem- 
ber." 

" Well, it were like this, you see," said Ike. " I were 
holding the rope tightly and watching of you, and I see 
you slip on the noose, and tightened it, and then all at 
once I shouted to the others, 'Hook on/ I says, 'it's got 
him.' 

"I was on the watch for it, you see, and ready, and 
hauled at once. Thank goodness, I am strong in the arm 
if I ain't in the head. So I hauled, and they hauled, and 
so had you both up a few feet directly, one at each end 
of the rope, and you two couldn't be civil to each other 
even then, but must get quarrelling." 

"Quarrelling! Nonsense, Ike! I was insensible, and 
so was he." 

"I don't care; you was quarrelling and got yourselves 
tangled up together, and the rope twissen round and 
round under one of them bits o' wood as goes acrost." 

" Yes, I know," I said excitedly, for the thought made 
me shudder. -, 
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"Well, there you was; and the more you was pulled the 
tighter you was, just below the bottom of the ladder." 

"And what did you do, Ike?" 

" Well, I was going down, and was about handing 
the ropes to Old Brownsmith's brother, when young 
Shock hops in on to the ladder like a wild monkey 
a'most. Down he goes chattering like anything, and it 
was no use to shout to him to have a rope. Afore we 
knowed it a'most, he was down and lying flat on his stum. 
'Lower a bit/ he shouts, and we lowered, and he untwisted 
you two and guided you both clear, and stopped till you 
were both out, when he came out whistling as if nothing 
was the matter." 

"A brave fellow!" I cried warmly. 

"That's what I said," cried Ike; "but the plumber said 
it was because he didn't know there was any danger." 

"Well, Ike, what then?" 

" Oh, there's no more to tell, only that Sir Francis 
come and the doctor was fetched, and the guv'nor vsaid it 
would be a warning to them two boys; and young shaver 
who went down's up at home getting all right, and 
you've got all right, and that's all." 

That was not all, for I went down the garden and 
found Shock, to thank him for what he had done, but he 
only turned his back on me and then walked away; while, 
feeling faint, I turned to go up to the cottage and lie 
down till the sick sensation had gone off. 

I had gone about a dozen yards, when, thump! a worm- 
eaten baking pear, half-grown, hit me on the back, and I 
did not need telling that it was thrown by Shock. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



AT THE SAND-PIT. 




HE plumber came and repaired the pump next 
day, going down the well with a couple of 
men to hold the rope he had round his waist, 
and I heard Mr. Solomon grumbling and 
laughing a good deal about the care he was taking. 

" If he does meet with an accident, Grant," he said, " it 
won't be his fault this time. Why, you look poorly, my 
lad. Don't you feel well?" 

"I don't indeed, sir," I said; "my head swims, and 

things look strange about me." 

" Ah! yes/' he said. " Well, look here; you have a good 
idle for a day or two." 

"But there are so many things want doing in the 
houses, sir," I said. 

"And always will be, Grant. Gardeners are never done. 
But let that slide. I can get on without you for a day 
or two." 

"Have you heard how Mr. Courtenay is?" I asked. 

"Yes, ever so much better, young whelp! Sir Francis 
has been giving his brother a tremendous setting down, 
I hear; and I think they are going to school or somewhere 
else at once." 

That day, as I was wandering about the kitchen-garden 
after a chat with Ike, who had settled down to his work 
just as if he belonged to the place, and after I had tried 
to have a few words with Shock, who puzzled me more 
than ever, for he. always seemed to hate me, and yet he 
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had followed me here, I heard some one shout l *Hi! 
halt!" 

I turned and saw Sir Francis beckoning to me, and I 
went up to him. 

" Better ? Yes, of course. Boys always get better," 
he said. " Look here. Behaved very well yesterday. Go 
on. I've said a word to Brownsmith about you; but, 
look here: don't you tease my lads. Boys will be boys, 
I know ; but they are not in your station of life, and you 
must not try to make companions of them." 

I made no answer: I could not, I was so taken aback 
by his words; and by the time I had thought of saying 
that I had never teased either Courtenay or Philip, anH 
that I had always tried to avoid them, he was a hundred 
yards away. 

"They must have been telling lies about me," I said 
angrily; and I walked on to where Ike was digging, 
to talk to him about it and ask his advice as to whether 
I should go and tell Sir Francis everything. 

" No/' he said, stopping to scrape his spade when I had 
done. " I shouldn't. It's kicks, that's what it is, and we 
all gets kicked more or less through life, my boy; but what 
of it ? He wouldn't think no better of you for going and 
telling tales. Let him find it out. Sure to, some day. 
Feel badly?" 

" Yes," I said, rather faintly. 

"Ah! sure to," said Ike, driving his spade into the 
ground. " But you don't want no doctor. You swallowed 
a lot of bad air; now you swallow a lot of good, and it'll 
be like lime on a bit o' newly dug ground. Load or two 
would do this good. There's the ganger hollering after 
you." 

" Yes!" I cried, and I went towards where Mr. Brown- 
smith was standing. 
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" Look here, Grant/' he said, looking very red in the 
face. " Sir Francis has given me this to buy you a watch 
by and by. He says you're too young to have one now, 
but I'm to buy it and keep it for you a year or two. 
Five pounds." 

"I'm much obliged to him," I said rather dolefully; 
but I did not feel at all pleased, and Mr. Solomon looked 
disappointed, and I'm afraid he thought I was rather a 
queer boy. 

At the end of the week I heard that Courtenay was 
better, but that he was to go with his brother down to 
the seaside, and to my great delight they went; and 
though I thought the lad might have said "Thank you" 
to me for saving his life, I was so pleased to find he was 
going, that this troubled me very little, for it was as if a 
holiday time had just begun. 

The effects of my adventure soon passed away, and the 
days glided on most enjoy ably. There was plenty to do 
in the glass-houses, but it was always such interesting 
work that I never tired of it; and it was delightful to 
me to see the fruit ripening and the progress of the 
glorious flowers that we grew. Mr. Solomon was always 
ready to tell or show me anything, and I suppose he was 
satisfied with me, for he used to nod now and then — he 
never praised; and Mrs. Solomon sometimes smiled at me, 
but not very often. 

The autumn was well advanced when one day Mr. 
Solomon told me that he had arranged for Ike, as he was 
a good carter, to go with the strongest horse and cart to 
a place he named in Surrey, to fetch a good load of a 
particular kind of silver sand for potting. 

"It's a long journey, Grant," he said; "and you'll have 
to start very early, but I thought you would like to go. 
Be a change." 
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" I should like it," I said. " Does Ike know I'm going?" 
"No; you can tell him." 

I went down to Ike, who was as usual digging, for he 
was the best handler of a spade in the garden, and he 
liked the work. 

"Hullo!" he said surlily. 

" I'm to go with you for the sand, Ike," I cried. 

"Think o' that now!" he replied with a grim smile. 
"Why, I was just a- thinking it would be like going off 
with the old cart and Bony party to market, and how you 
and me went." 

" With Shock on the top of the load," I said laughing. 

" Ay, to be sure. Well, he's a going this time to help 
mind the horse. And so you are going too?" 

" Yes," I said mischievously, " to look after you, and 
see that you do your work." 

"Gahn!" he growled, beginning to dig again. "Look 
here, though; if you ain't ready I shall go without you." 

"All right, Ike!" I said. "What time do you start?" 

" Twelve o'clock sees me outside the yard gates, my lad. 
Five arter sees me down the road." 

"Do you know the way, Ike?" I said. 

"Do I know the way!" cried Ike, taking his spade 
close up to the blade and scraping and looking at it as if 
addressing it. "Why, I was born close to that san'-pit, 
and put Old Brownsmith's brother up to getting some. 
I can show him where to get some real peat too, if he 
behaves hisself." 

The trip to the sand-pit kept all other thoughts out of 
my head; and though I was packed off to bed at seven 
for a few hours' rest, Mr. Solomon having promised to 
sit up so as to call me, I don't think I slept much, and at 
last, when I was off soundly, I jumped up in a fright, to 
find that the moon was shining full in at my window, 

( 289 ) U 
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and I felt sure that I had overslept myself and that Ike 

had gone. 

I had not undressed, only taken off jacket, waistcoat, 
and boots; and I softly opened my door and stole down 
in my stocking feet to look at the eight-day clock, when, 
as I reached the mat, a peculiar odour smote on my senses, 
and then there was the sound of a tire being tapped 
gently, and Mrs. Solomon said: 

" I think I'll go and wake him now." 

" I am awake," I said, opening the door softly, to find 
the table spread for breakfast, and Mr. Solomon in spec- 
tacles making up his gardening accounts. 

" Just coming to call you, my lad," he said. " Half-past 
eleven, and Ike has just gone to the stable." 
And Shock?" I said. 






The young dog! he has been sleeping up in the hay- 
loft again. Ike says he can't keep him at their lodgings." 

I ran back upstairs and finished dressing, to come down 
and find that Mr. Solomon had taken out two basins of 
hot coffee and some bread and butter for Ike and Shock, 
while mine was waiting. 

" Put that in your pocket, Grant," said Mrs. Solomon, 
giving me a brown paper parcel. 

"What is it?" I asked. 

" Sandwiches. You'll be glad of them by and by." 

I took the packet unwillingly, for I was not hungry 
then, and I thought it a nuisance; for I had no idea then 
that I was providing myself with that which would save 
my life in the peril that was to come. 

It was ten minutes to twelve when I went down to 
the yard, where all the dogs were standing on their hind 
legs and straining at their chains, eager to be patted and 
talked to, and strongly excited at the sight of the horse 
being put to in the strong, springless cart. 
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They howled and yelped and barked, begging in their 
way for a run, but they were nearly all doomed to dis- 
appointment. 



"Just going to start without you," cried Ike in his surly 
way. 

" No, you were not," I said. " It isn't time." 

"Tis by my watch," he growled as he fastened the 
chains of the cart harness. " I don't pay no heed to no 
other time." 

" Bring as good a load as you can, and the coarser the 
better; but don't hurry the horse," said Mr. Solomon. 
"Give him his own time, and hell draw a very heavy load." 

"All right, master. Ill take care." 

" Got your shovel and pick?" 

"Shovel. Shan't want no pick; tne sand comes down 
as soon as you touch it. Now, then, Mars Grant, ready? 

May as well take a couple more sacks." 

The sacks were put in, and we were ready for a start, 

when a yelp took my attention, and I said: 

" I suppose you wouldn't like us to take Juno, sir?" 

" Oh, I don't know. Do the dog good. Do you want 

to take her?" 

" Yes," I said eagerly. 

The handsome, black, curly-haired retriever barked 
furiously, for she saw that we were looking at her. 

Mr. Solomon nodded, and I ran and unbuckled the 
dog's collar, having my face licked by way of thanks. 

As I threw the chain over the kennel Juno bounded 
up at the horse and then rushed at the gate, barking 
furiously. Then she rushed backhand charged at all the 
other dogs, barking as if saying, " Come along, lads, we're 
off." 



But the big gates were set open, Juno rushed out, there 
was a final word or two from Mr. Solomon, who said: 
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" I sha'n't be surprised if you are very late." 

Then the dogs set up a dismal howl as the cart rumbled 
out over the stones., and in chorus they seemed to say: 

"Oh what a shame!" 

Then I looked back, and saw Mr. Solomon in the 
moonlight shutting the gates, and I was trudging along 
beside Ike, close to the horse; and it almost seemed, in 
the stillness of the night, with the cart rattling by us 
and the horse's hoofs sounding loud and clear on the hard 
road, that we were bound for Covent Garden. 

"But where's Shock?" I said all at once. 

Ike gave his head a jerk towards the cart, and I ran 
and looked over the tailboard, to see a heap of sacks and 
some straw, but no Shock. In one corner, though, there 
was a strongly made boot, and I took hold of that, to find 
it belonged to something alive, for its owner be^an to 

kick fiercely. 

" Better jump in, my lad," said Ike, and we did so, when, 

the seat having been set right so as to balance the weight, 
Ike gave a chirrup, and we went off at a good round trot. 

" Let him be," said Ike as I drew his attention to the 
heap of straw and sacks. " He goes best when you let 
him have his own way. Hell go to sleep for a bit, and I 
dessay we can manage to get on without him. His con- 
versation isn't so very entertaining. 

I laughed, and for about an hour we trotted om the 
whole affair being so novel and strange that I felt quite 
excited, and wondered that Ike neither looked to right 
nor left, but seemed to be studying the horse's ears. 

The fact was his thoughts were running in one par- 
ticular direction, and I soon found which, for he began in 

his morose way: 

"Just as if I should overload or ill-use a boss! Look 
at old Bonyparty." 



)> 
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"What do you mean?" I said. 

"Why, him talking like that afore we started. I 
know what I'm about. You'd better lie down and cover 
yourself over with some sacks. Get a good sleep; I'll 
call you when we get there." 

" What, and miss seeing the country ?" I cried. 

"Seeing the country! Lor', what a baby you are, 
Mars Grant! What is there to see in that?" 

I thought a great deal; and a glorious ride it seemed 
through the moonlight and under the dark shadows of 
the trees in the country lanes. Then there was the 
dawn, and the sunrising, and the bright morning once 
more, with the dew glittering on the grassy strands and 
hedgerows; and I was so happy and excited that Ike 
said, with one of his grim smiles: 

" Why, anybody 'd think you was going out for a holi 
day 'stead of helping to load a sand cart." 

" It's such a change, Ike," I said. 

" Change! What sort o' change? Going to use a shovel 
'stead of a spade; and sand's easy to dig but awful heavy. 
Here, get up; are you going to lie snoring there all 
day ? " 

He leaned over me and poked with the butt of the 
whip handle at Shock, but that gentleman only kicked 
and growled, and so he was left in peace. 

Just before eight o'clock, after a glorious morning ride 
through a hilly country, we came to a pretty-looking 
village with the houses covered in with slabs of stone 
instead of slates or tiles or thatch, and the soft gray, and 
the yellow and green lichen and moss seemed to make 
the place quaint and wonderfully attractive to me; but I 
was not allowed to sit thinking about the beauty of the 
place, for Ike began to tell me of the plan of our cam- 
paign. 
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" Yon's the sand-hill," he said, pointing with his whip 
as he drew up at a little inn. "We'll order some braxfass 
here; then while they're briling the bacon we'll take the 
cart up to the pit and leave it, and bring the horse back 
to stop in the stable till we want him again." 

The order was given, and then we had a slow climb up 
a long hill to where, right at the top, the road had been 
cut straight through, leaving an embankment, forty or fifty 
feet high, on each side, while, for generations past, the 
sand had been dug away till the embankments were 
some distance back from the road. 

"Just like being on the sea-shore," said Ike. "I see 
the ocean once. Linkyshire cost. All sand like this. 
Rum place, ain't it?" 

" I think it's beautiful," I said as the cart was drawn 
over the yielding sand, the horse's hoofs and the wheels 
sinking in deep, while quite a cliff, crowned with dark 

fir-trees, towered above our heads. The face of the 
sandy cliff was scored with furrows where the water had 
run down, and here it was reddish, there yellow or cream 
colour, and then dazzlingly white, while' just below the 
top it was honey-combed with holes. 

"San'-martins* nesties," said Ike, pointing with his 
whip. "There's clouds of 'em sometimes. There they 
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go. 



He pointed to the pretty white-breasted birds as they 
darted here and there, and on we still went, jolting up 
and down in the sandy bottom, where there was only a 
faint track, till we were opposite to a series of cavern- 
like holes and the sand cliff towered up with pine-trees 
here and there half-way down where the sand had given 
way or been undermined, and they had glided down a 
quarter — half — three parts of the distance. In short, it 
was a lovely, romantic spot, with a view over the plea- 
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sant land of Surrey on our right, and on our left a cliff 
of beautiful salmon-coloured sand, side by side with one 
that was quite white. 

"You won't get better sand than that nowheres," said 
Ike, standing up and getting out of the cart, an example 
I followed. " Here we'll pitch, Mars Grant, and — " 

Quickly and silently, as he gave me a comical look, he 
unhitched a chain or two, unbuckled the belly-band, and 
let the shafts fly up. 

The result was that Shock's head went ban^ ao-ainst 
the tail-board, and then his legs went over it, and he came 
out with a curious somersault, and stared about only 
half awake, and covered with straw and sacks. 

He jumped up angrily, and as soon as he saw that we 
were laughing at him, turned his back, and kicked the 
sand at us like a pawing horse; but Ike gave the whip 
a flick at him, and told him to put the sacks in the 

cart. 

"No one won't touch them. Come along, old horse," 
he cried; and, leading the way, the horse followed us with 
the reins tucked in its pad, and we waded through the 
sand in which Juno rolled and tried to burrow till we 
were out once more in the hard road, where the dog had 
to be whistled for, consequent upon her having started a 
rabbit. 

We found her at last, trying to get into a hole that 
would have been a tight fit for a terrier, and she came 
reluctantly away. 

The most delicious breakfast I ever tasted was ready 

at the little inn; but Ike saw to his horse first, and did 
not sit down till it was enjoying its corn, after a good 
rub down with a wisp of straw. Then the way in which 
we made bread and bacon disappear was terrible, for the 
journey had given us a famous appetite. 
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Shock would not join us, preferring the society of the 
horse in the stable, but he did not fare badly. I saw to 

that. 

At last after a final look at the horse, who was to rest 

till evening, we walked back to the sand-pit, climbing 

higher and higher into the sweet fresh air, till we were 

once more by the cart, when Ike laid one hand upon the 

wheel and raised the other. 

" Look here, lads," he said; " that horse must have eight 

hours' rest 'fore tackling her load, and a stop on the way 

home, so let's load up at once with the best coarse white 

— we can do it in half an hour or so — then you two can 



go rabbiting or birdnesting, or what you like, while I 
have a pipe and a sleep in the sand till it's time to get 
something to eat and fetch the horse and go." 

"Where's a shovel?" I cried; and Shock jumped into 
the cart for another. 



" Steady, lads, steady," said Ike; " plenty of time. Only 
best coarse white, you know. Wait till I've propped the 

sharps and got her so as she can't tilt uppards. That's 
your sort. She's all right now. We don't want no more 
berryin's, Mars Grant, do we? Now, then, only the best 
white, mind. Load away." 

He set the example, just where the beautiful white 
sand seemed to have trickled down from the cliff till it 

formed a softly rounded slope, and attacking this vigor- 
ously we were not long before Ike cried: 

"Woa!" 

" But it isn't half full," I cried. 

" No, my lad. If it was," said Ike, " our horse couldn't 
pull it. That stuff's twice as heavy as stones. There, 
stick in your shovels, and now be off. Don't go far. You 
ought with that dog to find us a rabbit for dinner." 

Shock's eyes flashed, and he looked quite pleased, for- 
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getting to turn his back, and seeming disposed for once to 
be friendly, as, with Juno at our heels, we started up the 
sandy bottom on an expedition that proved one of the 
most adventurous of our lives. 




CHAPTER XXVIII. 



LOST] 




URPLE heath, golden gorse, and tufts of broom. 
Tall pines with branches like steps to tempt 
you to climb. Regular precipices after climb- 
ing above the sand-pit, from which you could 
jump into the soft sand, and then slide and roll clown to 
the bottom. Once I jumped upon a little promontory 
high above the slope, and it gave way, and I slid down 
on about a ton of matted root and earth and sand. 

Then we climbed to the sand-martins' nests, and 
slipped down or rolled down, and climbed again, and 
along ledges, and thrust in our arms, but nesting was over 
for the year, and the swift little birds made their nur- 
series beyond our reach, for we did not find the bottom 
of one single hole. 

Shock was full of fun, and shouted and threw sand at 
Juno, who barked, and made believe to bite him, and 
rolled over and over with him down some slope, to be 
half buried in the sand at the bottom. 

We soon forgot all about Ike, but we once smelt a 
whiff of tobacco, which seemed to be mingled with the 
sweet scent of the pines in the hot sunshine. 

There were butterflies, too, red admirals, that came 
flitting into the sandy bottom, and settled on the face of 
the sandy cliff, but always sailed away before we got 
near. Then we went out on to the wild heathery waste 
to the south, and chased lizards in the dry short growth. 
Then Shock uttered an excited cry and drew back Juno, 
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who was sniffing, and struck two or three rapid blows at 
something, ending by stooping and raising a little writh- 
ing serpent by the tail. 

" Nedder," he said, and he crushed it beneath his heel. 

There were grasshoppers, too, by the thousand, and 
furze, and stone-chats flitting from bush to bush, while 
sometimes a dove winged its way overheard, or uttered 
its deep coo from the pine-wood at the foot of the 
hill. 

Delicious blue sky overhead; a view all about that 
seemed to fade into a delicious bluey pink; and the sweet 
warm odour of the earth rising to be breathed and drunk 
in and enjoyed; the place seemed to me a very paradise, 
and the dog appeared to enjoy it as much as I. 

Shock rarely spoke to me, but he did not turn his back. 
The boy was as excited as the dog, going down on all-fours 
to push his way amongst the heath and broom, and 
scratch some hole bigger where it was evident that a 
rabbit had made his home. Then he was after a butterfly; 
then stalking a bird, as if he expected to catch it without 
the proverbial salt for its tail; and I'm afraid I was just 
as wild. 

I don't know that I need say afraid, for our amusement 
was innocent enough, and you must remember that we 
were two boys, who resembled Juno, the dog, in this re- 
spect that we were let loose for a time, and enjoying the 
freedom of a scamper over the hills. 

We had gone some distance through the pines, when, as 
we turned back and came to where they suddenly ended, 
and the earth down the slope seemed to be covered with 
pine needles, and was all heather and short fine furze, I 
sat down suddenly on the soft fir leaves, taking off my 
cap for the sweet fresh breeze to blow through my hair. 
Shock flunof himself down on his chest, and the dog 
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couched between us with her eyes sparkling, her mouth 
open, and her tongue out and curled up at the end, as she 
panted with fatigue and excitement. 

"I say/' cried Shock all at once, with his face flushed, 
and his eyes full of excitement, " don't lets go back — let's 
stop and live here. I'll find a cave in the sand." 

"And what are we to live on?" I said. 

"Rabbits, and birds, and snails, and fish — there's a big 
pond down there. Let's stop. There'll be nuts and black- 
berries, and whorts, and pig-nuts, and mushrooms. There's 
plenty to eat. Let's stop." 

He looked up at me eagerly. 

"I can make traps for birds, and ketch rabbits, and — 
look, there she goes." 

"He started to his feet, for there was a bound and a 
rustle just below us, as a rabbit suddenly found it was in 
danger, and darted away to find out a place of refuge 
lower down the hill." 

"Hey, dog! on, dogl" cried Shock, clapping his hands; 
and Juno took up the scent directly, running quickly in 
and out amongst the furze and heath, while Shock and 
I followed for about a quarter of a mile, when, panting 
and hot, we came upon Juno carrying a fine rabbit in her 
mouth, for this time she had overtaken it before one of 
the burrows was reached. 

"Good dog!" cried Shock. "Dinner;" and, taking the 
rabbit by the hind legs, the dog wagged her tail as if 
asking whether she had not done that well, and followed 
us as we went back to where we had seen the holes in 
the sandy cliff. 

We avoided the cut near which we knew that Ike 
would be having his nap, and, making our way to the 
bottom of the cliff, we selected one of the biggest of the 
holes, stooped and went in, and found that it widened out 
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to sonic ten or a dozen feet, and then ran back thirty or 
forty. 

It seemed to be partly natural, partly to have been 
scooped out by hand, while it certainly seemed just the 
place for us. 

"We'll stop here," cried Shock. "You go and get a lot 
of wood from up a- top, where there's lots lying, while I 
skins the rabbud." 

"What are you going to do?" I said. 

"Make a fire and cook him for dinner." 

I was in no wise unwilling, for it seemed very good 
fun, and going out I climbed up through a narrow gully 
and into the fir-wood, where I soon found a good armful 
of wood, carried it to the edge of the cliff, just over the 
mouth of the hole, and went back and got another and 
another. 

When I climbed down again I found Shock busy 
finishing his task, and as I entered Juno was making a 
meal of the skin peppered with sand. 

Shock came out after sticking his knife in the cliff 
wall for a peg on which to hang the rabbit, and we soon 
put the wood inside the hole, where, Shock being provided 
with matches, we soon had a fire burning, and from the 
way in which it drew into the cave it seemed as if there 
must be a hole somewhere, and this I found in the shape 
of a crack in the roof, through which the smoke rose. 

The novelty of the idea kept me from minding the 
smoke, and I entered into the fun of keeping up the fire, 
feeding it with bits of wood, while Shock skewered the 
rabbit on a neatly cut stick, and placed it where the fire 
was clear of smoke, so that it soon began to hiss and 
assume a pleasanter colour than the bluish-red that a 
skinned rabbit generally wears. 

The fire burned freely, and Shock lay down on his 
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chest and kicked his heels about after the fashion 
practised when he was on the top of the market cart. 

His face was a study, as he watched the progress of 
his cookery, while Juno took the other side of the fire, 
couched, and watched the hissing sputtering rabbit too, 
as if calculating how much she would get for her share. 

I looked at them for a few minutes, and then, findin 
the smoke rather too much for me, not being such an 
enthusiast about cooking as Shock, I began to explore the 
sand-cave, to find it ended about a dozen paces in from 
the fire, and that there was nothing more to see, while the 
place was very smoky and very hot. 

"Here, come and watch the rabbud while I go and get 
some more wood," shouted Shock to me. 

"No, thank you," I said. "You may watch the cooking. 
I'll get some wood." 

I hung my jacket on a stone that stuck out of the wall 
and went out for the wood, glad to be away from the 
heat and smoke, and after climbing up among the firs I 
collected and brought back a good faggot, with wdiich the 
fire was fed till Shock declared the rabbit done. 



"Are you ready?" he said. 

"Keady!" I replied, as I looked at the half -raw, half- 
burned delicacy. "No: I don't want any, Shock. You 
may have it." 

"You don't want none?" he said, staring at me with 
astonishment. 

"No: I've got some sandwiches in my pocket, and I 
shall eat them by and by." 

"Oh, all right!" he said; and, taking his pocket-knife, 
he cut off the rabbit's head and held it out to the dog. 

"There's your bit," he said. "Be off." 

Juno took the hot delicacy rather timorously; but 
she seemed to give the donor a grateful look, and then 
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trotted out into the sunshine, and lay clown to crunch 
the bones. 

The fire was nearly out, the fir- wood burning fiercely and 
quickly away; but though it was a nuisance to me it seemed 
to find favour with Shock, who set to work, like the 
young savage he was, tearing off and devouring the rabbit, 
throwing the bones together, ready for the dog when she 
should come back. I felt half disgusted, and yet hungry, 
so, going to where I had hung my jacket, I thought I 
would get out the sandwiches Mrs. Solomon had cut for 
me; but as I turned round and looked at Shock I felt that 
I should enjoy them better if I waited till he had done. 

So I leaned against the rough side of the sand-cave, 
watching him tear away at the bones, holding a piece in 
one hand, the remains of the rabbit in the other. 

I remember it all so well — him sitting there with just 

a faint blue curl of smoke rising from the embers, and 
beyond him, seen as it were in a rugged frame formed by 
the low entrance of the hole, was the lovely picture of 
hill and vale, stretching far as the eye could reach, and 
all bright in the sunshine, and with the bare sky beyond. 

I was just thinking what a rough-looking object Shock 
seemed as he sat there just in the entrance to the hole, 
and wishing that, now he had a good situation and was 
decently clothed, he would become like other boys, when 
I saw Juno come slowly towards Shock, wagging her tail 
and showing her teeth as if asking for more bones, but 
she suddenly whisked round and darted away, as, with a 
noise like a dull clap of thunder, something seemed to 
shut out the scene from the mouth of the hole, I felt a 
puff of heat and smoke in my face, and all was darkness. 

I stood there as if petrified for a minute, I should 
think, quite unable to make out what was the matter, 
and panting for breath. 
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Then the thought came like a flash, that a quantity of 
sand had fallen, and blocked up the mouth of the cave. 

For a moment or two I felt as if I should fall. Then 
the instinct of self-preservation moved me to act, and 
with my hands stretched out before me I went quietly 
towards the entrance. 

"Shock! Shock!" I cried, but there was no reply, and it 
sounded as if my voice was squeezed up in a narrowed 
space ; then I seemed to hear a rustling noise as I stepped 
forward, I was kicked violently in the shins and fell for- 
ward with my hands plunging into a mass of soft sand, 
and to my horror I found that I was lying upon my com- 
panion, who was half buried. 

The perspiration stood out all over me as I leaped to 
my feet; and then went down again to find that Shock 
was kicking frantically, and a moment's investigation told 
me that he could not extricate himself. 

Seizing one of his legs, which as I grasped by the ankle 
and clasped it to my side, kept giving spasmodic jerks, I 
dragged with all my might, and found I could not move 
him; but as I dragged again he seemed to give a tre- 
mendous throb, and I went backwards, followed, it seemed 
to me in the darkness, by a quantity of soft sand; but 
Shock was free, for I could feel him by me lying on his 
face, and as I turned him over he uttered a groan. 

And now a horrible sensation of fear came over me 
as I thoroughly realized that I was buried alive in that 
sand-cave. I felt that my climbing about on the top of 
the cliff had loosened or cracked the compressed sand. 
Shock and I had jumped about over it when we threw 
down the wood we had gathered, and that seemed to be 
the explanation of the mishap. 

But I had no time to think of this now, for the thought 
that perhaps Shock was killed, suffocated, came over me 
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with terrible force; and I bent over him, feeling his face, 
his heart, and hands. 

His heart was beating fast, and his hands were warm, 
but though I spoke to him over and over again, in the 
darkness, there was no answer, and with a cry of despair 
I threw myself on my knees, when all at once he shouted : 

"Hullo!" 

"Shock," I cried, "I'm here." 

"What yer do that for?" he cried fiercely. 

"I didn't do anything." 

"Yes, yer did," he cried. "Yer threw a lump o' sand on 
my head. I'm half blind, and my ears is full. Just wait 
till I gets hold on yer, I'll pay yer for it." 

Then he began panting, and spitting, and muttering 
about his eyes, and at last 

"Here, where are yer?" 

"I'm here, close by you," I said. "Don't you under- 
stand? The sand has fallen and shut us in." 

There was silence for a few minutes — a terrible painful 
silence to me, as I felt that I was face to face with death. 
Then Shock seemed to have grasped the situation, for he 
said coolly enough: 

"Like the rabbuds. Well, we shall have to get out." 

"Yes, but how?" I cried. 

"Same's they do. Scratch yer way, and make a hole. 
I don't mind, do you?" 

"Mind!" I said, "it's horrible." 

"Is it?" he replied quietly. "Why?" 

"Don't you see — " 

"No," he said sharply, "not werry well. I can a little." 

"But I mean, don't you understand?" I cried in an 
awe-stricken choking voice, "that if we don't get out 

soon, we shall die." 

"What, like when you kills a rabbud or a bird?" 

(289) 
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"Yes." 

"Get out!" he cried in contemptuous tones. "I hadn't 
finished my rabbud, and my eyes is half full of sand still." 

"Never mind the rabbit/' I said angrily, " let's try and 
dig our way out." 

"Let Ikey do it," he said, "he's got the shovels" 

"But will he find out where we are," I cried, for I 
must own to being terribly unnerved, and ready to 
marvel at Shock's coolness. 

"Why, of course he will," said Shock. "I say, don't 
you be frightened. You don't mind the dark, do you?" 

"I don't mind the dark/' I replied, "but it's horrible to 
be shut in here." 

"Why, it's only sand," he said, "only sand, mate." 

"But it nearly smothered you/' I cried. " It would have 
smothered you if I hadn't pulled you out." 

"Yes, but that was because it fell atop of my head and 
held me down, else it wouldn't. I thought it was your 
games." 

I had never heard Shock talk like this before Our 
mutual distress seemed to have made us friends, and I 
felt ready to shake hands with him and hold on by his arm. 

"I say," he cried, his voice sounding, like mine, more 
and more subdued— at least so it seemed to me — ■" I say, 
I weren't looking; it didn't go down on the dog too — 
did it?" 

" No, Shock, I saw her run away." 

There was a few moments' silence and then he said: 

" Well, I am glad of that. I likes dorgs, and we was 
reg'lar good friends." 

"Hark!" I said; "is that Ike dissine?" 

" No," he said; "it was some more sand tumbled down, 
I think." 

I knew he was right, for there was a dull thud, and 
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then another; but whether inside or outside I could not 
tell. It made me tremble though; for I wondered whether 
I should be able to struggle out if part of the roof came 
down upon my head. 

All at once Shock began to whistle — not a tune, but 
something of an imitation of a blackbird; and as I was 
envying him his coolness in danger I heard a scratching 
noise and saw a line of light. Then there was another 
scratch and a series of little sparkles. Another scratch, and 
a blue flame as the brimstone on the end caught fire; and 
then, as the splint of wood burned up, I could see in the 
midst of a ring of light the face of Shock, looking very 
intent as he bent over the burning match, and held to it 
the wick of a little end of a common tallow candle. 

" I alius carries a bit o' candle out of the lanthorns," he 
said, showing his teeth; and then he held up the light, 

and I could see that the opening to the cave was com- 
pletely closed up, just as if the roof had all come down, 
and the cave we were in was not half the size it was at 
first, a slope of sand encroaching on the floor. I felt 
chilled, for I felt that it would be impossible to tunnel 
through that sand. 

" Now, then," said Shock coolly, " that there's the way 
— ain't it? Well, we don't want no light to see to do 
that; so you put it out 'case we wants it agen, and put 
it in yer pocket. I'll go down on my knees and have first 
scratch, and when I'm tired you shall try, and we'll soon 
get through it. We won't wait for Ike." 

I longed to keep the candle burning, but what Shock 
said seemed to be right; so I put it out, and as I did so I 
saw the boy begin to scratch away as hard as he could at 
the sand in the direction of the entrance, and then in the 
dark I could hear him panting away like some wild 
animal. 
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" I say/' he cried at last. 

"Yes/' I said. 

" It don't seem no good. More you pulls it away, more 
it comes down. It's like dry water, and runs all through 
your hands." 

" Let me have a try," I said. 

"All right. You go where I did, and keep straight on." 

Keep straight on! It was, as he said, like grasping at 
water; and the more I tore at it, in the hope of making 
a tunnel through, the more it came pouring down, till in 
utter despair I gave it up and told Shock it was no good. 

" Never mind," he said. " It's dry and warm. I've been 
in worse places than this is, where you couldn't keep the 
rain out. Let's sit down and talk. I say I wish I'd got 
the rest o' my rabbud." 

I didn't answer, for, hot, weary, and despairing at our 
position, I was lying down on the sand with my hands 
covering my face. 

I don't know how long a time passed, for I felt con- 
fused and strange; but I was aroused by Shock, who 
exclaimed suddenly: 

" Here, I want to get out of this. Let's have another 
try at scratching a hole." 

I heard him move, and then he struck a light again so 
as to see where to begin. 

" Must know, you see," he said. " If I get scratching 
at the wrong side, it would take so long to get out." 

In spite of my trouble I could not help feeling amused, 
there seemed to be something so droll in the idea of Shock 
burrowing his way right into the hill and expecting to 
get out; but the next moment I was listening to him and 

watching the tiny spark at the end of the burned match 
die out. 

Hustle, rustle, rustle, he wont on, and every now and 
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then there was a loud panting such as some wild animal 
would make. Then I uttered a cry of fear, for I felt a 
quantity of sand strike me and I bounded aside, for it 
seemed that the top was coming down. 

"What's matter?" cried Shock, stopping short. 

"Nothing," I said as I realized the cause of my fright. 
"Some of the sand hit me." 

" What! some as I chucked behind me?" 

" Yes." 

The scratching and tearing went on ao-ain. and I felt 

o o o J 

the sand scattered over me several times, but the fear did 
not attack me again. 

All at once there was a soft rushing noise, and Shock 
uttered a yell which seemed to make my heart leap. 

"Shock!" I cried, "Shock'" but there was no answer, 
only a scuffling noise. "Shock! where are you?" 

The scuffling noise continued, and then there was a loud 
panting, a cry of "Oh!" and my companion staggered 
by me. 

"Shock!" I cried. 

"Oh! I say," he groaned, "I've got it all in my eyes 
agen. A lot come down and buried me. I sha'n't do it 
no more. Ah!" 



He uttered a series of strange gasps and cries, shaking 
himself, spitting, and stamping on the ground. 

" I swallowed lots o' sand, I think, and it come down 
on my back horrid. You try now." 

I hesitated, but felt that I must not be cowardly if I 
wished for us to escape; and so I asked him to light a 
match again. 

He did so, and by its feeble light I saw where to work, 
and also that, the place seemed to be filling up with the 
sand, and that we had not half so much room as we had 
at first. 
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Then out went the light, and with a desperate haste I 
went down on my hands and knees and began to tear at 
and throw the sand behind me, filling up our prison more 
and more, but doing nothing towards our extrication, for 
as fast as I drew the sand away from the tunnel more 
came; and at last, just as I began to think that I was mak- 
ing a little progress, I heard a rustling, dribbling sound, 
some hard bits of adhesive sand fell upon my head, and I 
instinctively started back, as there was a rush that came 
over my knees, and I knew that if I had remained where 
I was, tunnelling, I should have been buried. 

" What, did you get it ? " cried Shock, laughing. 

I was so startled that I did not answer. 

"Oh! he's buried!" cried Shock in a wild tone; and he 
threw himself by me, and began to tear at the sand. 
" Mars Grant, Mars Grant," he cried excitedly. " Don't 
leave me here alone." 

"I'm. not there, Shock/' I said. tl I jumped back." 

" Then what did yer go and pretend as you was buried 
in the sand for?" cried the boy savagely. 

I did not reply, and I heard him go as far from me as 
he could, muttering and growling to himself, and in spite 
of my position I could not help thinking of what a curious 
and different side I was seeing of Shock's character. I 
had always found him so quiet and reserved, and yet it 
was evident that he could talk and think like the best 
of us, and somehow it seemed as if in spite of the way in 
which he turned away he had a sort of liking for me. 

This idea influenced me so that I felt a kind of pity for 
my companion in misfortune. That was a good deal in 
the direction of liking him in return. I felt sorry that I 
had frightened him, and at last after a good deal of think- 
ing I said to him: 

"Shock!" 
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"Hullo!" 

" I'm sorry I made you think I was buried." 

"Are yer?" 

"Yes. Will you shake hands?" 
"What for?" 

This staggered me, and I could make no reply, and so 
we remained silent for some time. 

" Here, let's see/' said Shock all at once. " Where's that 
there candle?" 

" Here it is," I said, and as he struck a light I held the 
scrap of little more than an inch long to the flame, and it 
burned up so that we could examine our position, and we 
soon found that our prison was reduced to about half its 
size. 

" It's of no use to try and dig our way out, Shock," I 
said despairingly, as I extinguished the candle, "We 
shall only bring down more sand and cover ourselves 
in." 

" Like Old Brownsmith's toolips," said Shock, laughing. 
"I say, should we come up?" 

" Don't talk like that," I said angrily. " Don't you 
understand that we are buried alive." 

" Course I do," he said. " Well, what on it?" 

" What of it?" I said in agony, as the perspiration stood 
upon my brow. 

"Yes, what on it? They'll dig us out like we do the 
taters out of a clamp. What's the good o' being in a wax. 
I wish I'd some more rabbud." 

I drew in a lon^ breath, and sat down as far from the 
sealed-up opening as I could get, and listened to the rust- 
ling trickling noise made by the sand every now and then, 
as more and more seemed to be coming in, and I knew 
most thoroughly now that our only course was to wait till 
Ike missed us, and came and dug us out. 
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" And that can't be long," I thought, for we must have 
been in here two or three hours. 

All at once I heard a peculiar soft beating noise, and my 
heart, leaped, for it sounded like the quick strokes of a 
spade at regular intervals. 

"Hear that, Shock?" I cried. 

" Hear what?" he said, and the noise ceased. 

"Somebody digging," I cried joyfully. 

"No. It was me — my feet," he said, and the sound 
began again, as I realized that he must be lying in his 
old attitude, kicking his legs up and down. 

K I had any doubt of it I was convinced the next mo- 
ment, for he burst out: 

" I've been to Paris, and I've been to Do-ho-ver, 
I've been a travelling all the world o-ho-ver^ 
Over and over, and over, and o-ho-ver, 
So drink up yer licker and turn the bowl o-ho-ver." 

" Don't, don't, don't, Shock," I cried passionately. " I 
can't bear it;" and I again covered my face with my hands, 
and crouched lower and lower, listening to the trickling 
of the sand that seemed to be flowing in like water to 
take up all the space we had left. 

Suddenly I started, for a hand touched me. 

"Is that you. Shock?" 

" Yes. Mind my coming and sitting along o' you ? I 
ain't so werry dirty now." 

"Mind? no," I said; "it will be company" 

" Yes," he said. " It's werry dark and werry quiet like, 
ain't it?" 



"Yes, very" 



"Ain't Ike along time?" 



" Yes," I said despairingly, for I began to wonder 
whether we should be found. 
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" I'd ha came shovelling arter him 'fore now. I say, 
ain't you tired?" 

" Tired!" I said. " No, I never thought of feeling tired 
shut up in this horrible place. Let's try if we can't get 
out by the way the smoke went." 

"I've been trying," said Shock; "but it's too high up 
You can't reach it." 

"Not if you stood on my shoulders?" 

" No," he said. " I looked when you had hold of the 
candle, and if you did try you'd only pull the sand down 
atop of your head." 

I knew it, and heaved a deep sigh. 

Then there was a long silence, and I was roused out of 
thoughts about how we had enjoyed ourselves that morn- 
ing, and how little we had imagined that we should have 
such a termination to our holiday, by a heavy breathing. 

I listened, and there it was quite loud as if some animal 
were near. 

"Do you hear that, Shock?" I whispered. 

There was no answer. 

''Shock!" I said, "do you hear that noise?" 

No answer, and I understood now that in spite of our 
perilous position he had fallen fast asleep. 




CHAPTER XXIX. 



FINDING A TREASURE. 




AN'T be time to get up yet," I thought, and 
I turned over on my soft bed. It was too 
dark, and I was dozing off again when a 
loud snorting gasp made me start and throw 
off the clothes that lay so heavy on me. 

Then I stopped short trembling and puzzled. Where 
was I? It was very dark. That was not clothes, but 
something that slipped and trickled through my fingers 
as I grasped at it. My legs felt heavy and numbed, and 

this darkness was so strange that I couldn't make it 
out. 

Was I asleep still? I must have been to sleep — heavily 
asleep, but I was awake now, and — what did it mean? 

A curious feeling of horror was upon me, and I lay per- 
fectly still. I could not stir for some minutes, and then 
it all came like a flash, and I knew that I must have lain 
listening for some time to Shock breathing heavily, and 
then insensibly have fallen asleep, and for how long? 

That I could not of course tell, but so lomx that the 
sand had gone on trickling in till it had nearly covered 
me, as I lay nearest to the opening. It had been right 
over my chest, and sloped up and away from me, so that 
my legs were deeply buried, and it required quite a 
struggle to get them free, while to my horror as I dragged 
them out from beneath the heavy weight more sand 
came down, and one hard lump rolled down and up 
against me sufficiently hard to give me pain. 
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There was the same terrible silence about me, and it 
seemed to grow deeper. A short time before I had heard 
Shock breathing hard, but now his breath came softly, 
and then seemed to cease. 

That silence had lasted some time, when all at once it 
was broken by my companion as I knelt there in the soft 
sand. 

' Mars Grant ! I sav. You awake ? " 

" Yea" 



"What yer doing of?" 

" I am saying my prayers." 

There was another silence here, and then Shock said 
sof tlv : 

" What yer praying for ? " 

:f For help and protection in this terrible place," I cried 
passionately; and I crouched down lower as I bowed my- 
self and prayed that I might see the sunshine and the 
bright sky once again — that I might live. 

Just then a hand was laid upon my shoulder, and I felt 
Shock's lips almost touch my ear as he whispered 

softly: 

" I say — I want to say my prayers too." 

" Well," I said sternly, " pray/' 

There was again that silence that seemed so painful, 
and then a low hoarse voice at my side said slowly: 

" I can't. I 'most forgets how." 

: ' Shock," I cried, as I caught at his hands, which closed 
tightly and clung to mine; and for the first time it seemed 
to come to me that this poor half-wild boy was only dif- 
ferent to myself in that he had been left neglected to 
make his way in life almost as he pleased, and that in 
spite of his wilful ways and half-savage animal habits it 
was more the want of teaching than his fault. 

T seemed to feel brighter and more cheerful as we sat 
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together soon after, discussing whether we should light 
the candle again, and all at once Shock exclaimed: 

" I say." 

"What, Shock?" 

" I won't shy nothing at you no more/' 

" It does not seem as if you will ever have the chance, 
Shock," I cried dolefully. 

"Oh, I don't know, mate," he said; and at that word 
"mate" I seemed to feel a curious shrinking from him; 
but it passed off directly. 

"Shall I light the candle?" he said after a pause. 

" Yes, just for one look round," I said. " Perhaps we 
can find a way out." 

The candle was lit, and I started as I saw how much 
the sand had crept in during the time that we had been 
asleep. It had regularly flowed in like water, and as we 

held the candle down there was one place where it 
trickled down a slope, just as you see it in an egg-boiler 
or an old-fashioned hour-glass 

We looked all round; went to the spot where the hole 
ended in what was quite hard sandy rock. Then we 
looked up at the top, where we could dimly make out the 
crack or rift through which the smoke had gone, but there 
was no daylight to be seen through it, though of course it 
communicated with the outer air. 

Then we had a look at the part where we had come in, 
but there the sand was loose, and we had learned by 
bitter experience that to touch it was only to bring down 

more. 

"I say," said Shock, as we extinguished the scrap of 
candle left, part of which had run down on Shock's hand; 

" we're shut up." 

" Shut up!" I said indignantly; "have you just found 
that out?" 



?> 
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" Well, don't hit a fellow/' he cried. " I say, have a 

bit?" 

" Bit of what?" I cried, as I realized how hungry I had 

grown. 

" Taller," he said. " Some on it run down. There ain't 
much; two or three little nobbles. I'll give yer a fair 
whack." 

" Why, you don't mean to eat that, you nasty fellow," 
I cried. 

"Don't!" he said; "but I do. Here's your half. I've 
eat worse things than that." 

" Why, Shock," I cried, as a flash of hope ran through 
me, " I forgot." 

" Forgot what?" he cried. " Way out? 
. " No," I said gloomily; "but my sandwiches — bread and 
meat Mrs. Solomon cut for me." 

" Bread and meat!" he shouted "Where is it?" 

"In my jacket. I hung it on a stone in the side some- 
where here. Light a match." 

Crick — crick — crack went the match; then there was 
a flash, and the sputtering bubbling blue flame of the sul- 
phur, for matches were made differently in those days, 
when paraffin had not been dreamed of for soaking the 

wood. 

Then the light burned up clearly, and Shock held the 
splint above his head, and we looked round. 

"There ain't no jacket here," said Shock dolefully. 
* What did yer say bread and meat for ? " he continued, 
as the match burned out and he threw it down. " It's 
made me feel so hungry. I could eat a bit o' you." 

" I can't understand it, Shock," I said. 

"I wish I'd got some snails or some frogs," he mut- 
tered. " I could eat 'cm raw." 

" Don't," I said with a shudder. 
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" I knowed a chap once who eat two live frogs. Put 
'em on his tongue — little uns, you know — and swallowed 
'em down. He said he could feel 'em hopping about 
inside him after. Wasn't he a brute?" 

" Don't talk to me/' I cried, as I went feeling about the 
wall, with my head in a state of confusion. " I know I 
had the jacket in here." 

"Have you got it on?" he said. 

" No — no — no! I hung it on a bit of sharp stone that 
stuck out of the wall somewhere, and I can't feel the 
place. It's so puzzling being in the dark. I don't know 
which is front and which is back now." 

" Front's where the soft sand is," said Shock. 

" Of course," I cried, feeling half stupefied all the time. 
" Then this is the front here. I hung it on the stone and 
it was just above my head." 

„ I walked about on the soft sand, feeling about above 
my head and all over the face of the cave side for a Ion 
time in vain; and then with my head swimming I sank 
down in despair, and leaned heavily back, to utter a cry 
of pain. 

" What's matter?" cried Shock, coming to me. 

" I've struck the back of my head against a sharp 
stone," I cried, turning round to feel for the projecting 
piece. 

" Why, it's here, Shock. This is the piece I hung my 
jacket on, but it has sunk down. No, no," I cried; " I 
forgot; it is the bottom of the hole that has filled up. 
The sand has come up all this way. Keep back." 

I had turned on my hands and knees and was tearing 

out the sand just below the projecting piece of sand- 
rock. 

" What yer doing? " cried Shock. " You'll make more 
come down and cover us up." 



g 
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" My jacket is buried down here/' I cried, and I worked 
away feeling certain that I should find it, and at last, in 
spite of the sand coming down almost as fast as I tore it 
out, I scratched and scraped away till, to my great 
delight, I got hold of a part of the jacket and dragged it 
out. 

u Hurrah ! " I cried. " I've got it." 

" And the bread and meat?" cried Shock. "Oh, give 
us a bit; I am so bad." 

" No," I said despairingly. 

" What! yer won't give me a bit? " he cried fiercely. 

" It isn't here," I said. " It was in my pocket, but it's 
gone. Stop!" I cried; " it was a big packet and it must 
have come out." 

I plunged my arms into the soft sand again, and worked 
away for long, though I was ready to give up again and 
again, and my fingers were getting painfully sore, but I 
worked on, and at last, to my great delight, as I dug down 
something slipped slowly down on to the back of my 
hands — I had dug down past it, and the sand had brought 
it out of the side down to me. 

" Here it is ! " I cried, standing up and shaking the 
sand away from the paper as I tore it open. 

Shock uttered a cry like a hungry dog as he heard the 
paper rustle, and then I divided the sandwiches in two 
parts and wrapped one back in the paper. 

" What yer doin'? " cried Shock. 

" Saving half for next time," I said. " We musn't eat 

all now." 

Shock growled, but I paid no heed, and gave him half 
of what I had in my hands, and then putting the parcel 
with the rest right at the end where the sand did not 
fall, I sat down and we ate our gritty but welcome 
meal. 
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We tried round the place again and again, using up 
the candle till the wick fell over and dropped in the sand ; 
and then first one match and then another was burned 
till we were compelled to give up all hope of escaping 
by our own efforts- 
Refreshed and strengthened by the food, Shock ex- 
pressed himself ready for a new trial at digging his way 
out. 

" I can do it," he said. " I'll soon get through." 
Soon after he was clinging to me, hot, panting, and 
trembling in every limb, after narrowly escaping suffoca- 
tion, and when I wanted to take up the task where he 
had left off, he clung to me more tightly and would not 
let me go from his side. 

"Yer can't do it," he said hoarsely. "Sand comes 
down and smothers yer. Faster yer works, faster it 
comes. Let Ike bring the shovels." 

There was no other chance, I felt that, and sat down 

beside Shock and talked and tried to cheer him up; and 
when I broke down he roused up and tried to cheer me. 

Then I talked to him about stories I had read, where 
people had been buried alive, and where they were 
always dug out at last, and when I was weary he took 
his turn, showing me that in his rough way he could talk 
quickly and in an interesting way about catching birds 
and rats. How at times he had caught rats with his 
hands, and had been bitten by them. 

t( But " he added, with a laugh, " I served em out for 
it — I bit them after I'd skinned and cooked 'em." 

" How horrible!" I said. 

" Horrible ! Why ? They'd lived on our fruit and 
corn till they were fat as fat. I like rat." 

Then we grew tired, and as soon as we ceased talking 
a curious sensation of fear came over us. I say us, for 
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S 

more than once I knew that Shock felt it, by his whisper- 
ing to me in an awe-stricken tone: 

" I never know'd as being in the dark was like this 
before. It's darker like, much darker, you know, than 
being in one of the lofts under the straw." 




*i* 



CHAPTER XXX. 



HOW WE WERE RESCUED, 




T is all confused at times as I try to recall it. 
Some of our adventure stands out clear to me, 
as if it took place only yesterday, while other 
parts seem strange and dreamy, and I know 
now that we both dozed a great deal in the warm close 
place like a pair of animals shut up for their winter 
sleep. 

We soon finished our food, for we were in such good 
hope of soon being dug out that we had not the heart 
to save a part of it in our hungry state. Then we slept 
again, and woke, and slept again, till waking and sleeping 
were mixed up strangely. The horror seemed to wear 
off a great deal, only when Shock started up suddenly 
and began talking loudly about something I could not 
understand, my feeling of fear increased. 

How time went — when it was night and when it was 
clay — I could not tell; and at last almost our sole thought 
was about what we should eat when we got out again. 

At last I felt too weak and helpless to do more than 
lie still and try to think of a prayer or two, which at 
times was only half uttered before I dropped asleep. 
Then I woke to think of Mr. Solomon and the garden, 
and fell asleep again. And then I recall trying to rouse 
up Shock, who seemed to be always sleeping; and while 
I was trying feebly to get him to speak to me again I 
seem to have gone to sleep once more, and everything 
was like being at an end 
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At first I had suffered agonies of fear and horror. At 
last all seemed to fade, as it were, into a dreamless sleep. 

"It was like this here," Ike told me afterwards. "I 
lay down and made myself comf'table, and then after 
smoking a pipe I went off asleep. When I woke up I 
heerd you two a chiveying about and shouting, but it 
was too soon to move, so I went asleep again. 

" Then I woke up and looked about for you, and shouted 
for you to come down and have something to eat, and 
bring up the horse again, for I thought by that time 
he'd have had a good rest. 

" I shouted again, but I couldn't make you hear, so I 
went up higher and hollered once more, and then Juno 
came trotting up to me and looked up in my face. 

a I asked her where you two was, but she didn't say 
anything of course, so I began to grow rough, and I said 
you might find your way back, my lads; and I went down 
to the public, ordered some tea and some briled ham; 
see to my horse having another feed and some water, and 
then, as you hadn't come down, I had my tea all alone in 

a huff 

" Then I finished, and you hadn't come, so I says, 'Well, 
that's their fault, and they may go without/ But all the 
same I says to myself, ' Well, poor chaps, they don't often 
get a run in the country!' and that made me a bit soft 
like, and I pulled a half-quartern loaf in two and put all 
the briled ham that was left in the middle, and tied it 
up in a clean hankychy for you to eat going home. 

" Then I pays for the eating and the horse, harnessed 
him up, after a good rub down his legs, and whistled to 
Juno, who was keeping very close to me, and we went up 
the hill to the sand-pit again. 

"I shouted and hollered again, and then, as it was got 
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to be quite time we started, I grew waxy, and pulls out 
my knife and cuts a good ash stick out of the hedge for 
Master Shock, for I put it down to him for having led 

you off. 

" Still you didn't come, and though I looked all about 
there was nothing fresh as I could see, only sand every- 
where; and at last I says to myself, 'I sha'n't wait with 
that load to get out of the pit here,' and so I started. 

" Nice tug the hoss had, but she brought it well out on 
to the hard road, and there I rested just a quarter of an 
hour, giving a holler now and then. 

"Tm off!' I says at last, ' and they may f oiler. Come 
on, Juno,' I says; but the dog wasn't there. 

" That made me more waxy, and I shouted and whistled, 
and she come from out of the sand-pit and kept looking 
back, as if she wanted to know why you two didn't come. 
She follered the cart, though, right enough; and feeling 
precious put out, I went on slowly down the hill; stopped 
in the village ten minutes, and then, knowing you could 
find out that I'd gone on, I set to for my long job, and 
trudged on by the hoss. 

"It was a long job, hour after hour, for I couldn't 
hurry — that little looking load was too heavy for that. 
And so I went on, and eight o'clock come, and nine, and 
ten, and you didn't overtake me, and then it got to be 
twelve o'clock; and at last, reg'lar fagged out, me and 
hoss, we got to the yard just as it was striking four, and 
getting to be day. 

" I put the hoss up, and saw Juno go into her kennel, 
but I was too tired to chain her, and I lay down in the 
loft on some hay and went off to sleep. 

"I didn't seem to have been asleep above ten minutes, 
but it was eight o'clock when Old Brownsmith's brother 
stirs me up with his foot, and I sat up and stared at him. 



MRS. SOLOMON IS SCARED. 341 

"'Where's young Grant and the boy?' he says. 

"'What! ain't they come?' I says, and I told him. 

" 'And you've left the dog behind too/ he says, quite 
waxy with me. 

"'No/ I says; 'she come home along o' me and went 
into her kennel.' 

" ' She's not there now/ he says. 

" ' Then/ says I, ' she's gone back to meet 'em.' 

"'Then there's something wrong/ he says sharply; 

' and look here, Ike, if you've let that boy come to harm 
I'll never forgive you.' 

" ' Why, I'd sooner come to harm myself/ I says. ' It's 
larks, that's what it is.' 

"'Well/ he says, 'I'll wait till twelve o'clock, and if 
they're not back then you must come along with me and 
find 'em, for there is something wrong.' 

" I never cared a bit about you, my lad, but I couldn't 
sleep no more, and I couldn't touch a bit o' breakfast; 
and when twelve o'clock came, Mrs. Old Brownsmith's 
brother's wife had been at me with a face as white as noo 
milk, and she wanted us to go off before. 

" We was off at twelve, though, in the light cart and 

with a fresh horse; and though I expected to see you 

every minute along the road, we got back to the public, 
and asked for you, and found that you hadn't been seen. 

" Then we put up the boss and went and looked about 
the sand-pits, and could see nothing of you there, and we 
didn't see nothing of the dog:. Then we went over the 
common and searched the wood, and there was no sign. 

"Then back we was at the sand-pits, and there was 
the sand everywhere, but nothing seemed to say as it had 
fallen down. There was some holes, and we looked in 
all of 'em, but we couldn't tell that any of 'em had filled 
up. Last of all, it was getting dark, when we heard a 
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whine, and saw Juno come out of the firwood on the top 
with a rabbit in her mouth. 

" But that taught us nothing, and we coaxed her down 
to the public again, and drove home. 

"'I've got it/ I says, as we stood in the stable-yard: 
' that boy Shock's got him on to it, and they've gone off 
to Portsmouth to be sailors.' 

" Old Brownsmith's brother looked at me and shook 
his head, but I stuck to it I was right, and he said he'd 
go down to Portsmouth and see. 

" But he didn't, for next day he goes over to Isleworth, 
and as I was coming out of the garden next night he was 
back, and he stops me and takes me to the cottage. 

" * Good job/ he says, ' as Sir Francis ain't at home, for 
he thought a deal of that boy.' 

"'Warn't my fault/ I says; but he shook his head, and 
took me in, and there sat Old Brownsmith's brother's 
wife, with a white face and red eyes as if she had been 
crying, and Old Brownsmith himself. 

" Well, he gives me a long talking to, and I told him 

everything about it; and when I'd done I says again as it 
warn't my fault, and Old Brownsmith turns to his brother 
and he says, as fair as a man could speak, ' It warn't his 
fault, Solomon; and if it's as he says, Grant's that sort o' 
boy as '11 repent and be very sorry, and if he don't come 
back before, you'll get a letter begging your pardon for 
what he's done, or else I shall. You wait a couple of days.' 
" I dunno why, but I was reg'lar uncomf 'table about 
you, my lad, and I didn't understand Juno stopping 
away so, for next day she was gone again, but next night 
she was back. Next day she was gone again, and didn't 
come back, and on the fourth, when I was down the 
garden digging — leastwise, I wasn't digging, for I was 
leaning on my spade thinking, up conies Old Brown- 
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smith's brother with his mouth open, and before he could 
say a word I says to him, ' Stop!' I says; 'I've got it;' for 
it come to me like a flash o' lightning. 

"'What?' he says. 

"'Them boys is in that sand-pit, covered over!' I says. 

"'That's it!' he says. 'I was coming to say I thought 
so, and that we'd go over directly.' 

" Bless your heart, my boy, I was all of a shiver as I 
got into the light cart alongside Old Brownsmith's 
brother and six shovels and four spades in the bottom of 
the cart as I felt we should want, and I see as Old 
Brownsmith's brother had got a flask o' something strong 
in his breast-pocket. Then I just looked and saw that 
Juno warn't there, and we were off. 

" My hye, how that there horse did go till we got to 
the little public. We stopped once to give her mouth a 
wash out and a mouthful of hay, and then we were off 
again, never hardly saying a word, but as we got to the 
public we pulls up, and Old Brownsmith's brother shouts 
to the landlord, ( Send half-a-dozen men up to the sand-pit 
directly. Boys buried/ 

" You see he felt that sure, my lad, that he said that, 
and then we drove on up the hill, with the horse smok- 
ing, and a lot of men after us. 

" First thine we see was Juno trotting towards us, and 
she looked up and whined, and then trotted back to a 
place where it was plain enough, now we knew, a 
great bit of the side had caved down and made a slope, 
and here Juno began scratching hard, and as fast as she 
scratched the more sand come down. 

" I looked at Old Brownsmith's brother, and he looked 
at me, and we jumped out, slipped off our coats and wes- 
kits, took a shovel apiece, and began to throw the sand 
away. 
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"My head was all of a buzz, for every shovelful I 
threw out I seemed to see your white gal's face staring at 
me and asking of me to work harder, and I did work 
like a steam-engyne. 

" Then, one by one, eight men come up, and we set 'em 
all at work; but Old Brownsmith's brother, the ganger, 
you know, stops us after a bit. 

"'This is no use!' he says; 'we're only burying of 'em 
deeper.' 

"Right he was, for the sand kept crumbling down 
from the top as soon as ever we made a bit of space 
below, and twice over some one called out ' Warning F 
and we had to run back to keep from being buried, while 

I got in right up to the chest once. 

"'There's hundreds o' tons loose/ says the old — the 
ganger, you know; 'and we shall never get in that way.' 
He stopped to think, but it made me mad, for I knowed 
you must be in there, and I began digging again, wonder- 
ing how it was that Juno hadn't found you before, and 
'sposed the sand didn't hold the scent, or else the rabbits 
up above 'tracted her away. 

" ' I can see no other way/ said the ganger at last. 
' You must dig, my lads. Go on. I'll get on the top, and 
see how much more is loose. Take care. You/ he said to 
a tall, thin lad of sixteen — ' you stand there ; and as soon 
as you see any sand crumbling down, you shout/ 

" The men began to dig again, and at the end of a 
minute the lad shouted, and we had to scuttle off, or we 
should have been buried, and things looked worse than 
ever. We'd been digging and shovelling back the sloping 
bank, but it grew instead of getting less, and this made 
me obstint as I dug away as hard as I could get my 
shovel down. 

" All at once I hears a shout from the ganger. ' Come 
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up here, Ike/ he says; and I shouldered my spade, and 
had to go a good bit round 'fore I could climb up to him, 
and I found him twenty or thirty foot back from the 
edge, among some furze. 

" ' Look here/ he says; ' I was hunting for cracks when 
I slipped down here/ 

" I looked, and I saw a narrow crack, 'bout a foot wide, 
nearly covered with furze. 

"'Now, listen,' he says, and he kneeled down and 
shouted, and, sure enough, there was a bit of a groan 
came up. 

" ' Echo ! ' I says 

"'No/ he says. 'Listen again;' and he shouted, and 
there was a sort of answer. 

" ' They're here/ he says excitedly. ' Hi! Juno, Juno!' 

' The dog came rushing up, and we put her to the hole 
or crack, and she darted into it, went down snuffling, and 
came back again barking. We sent her down again, and 
then she didn't come back, and when we called we could 
hear her barking, but she didn't come to us, and at last 
we felt that she couldn't get back. 

" 'What's to be done?' said the ganger. 'We can't get 
down there.' 

" ' Dig down/ I says. 

" ' No, no/ says he. c If we do we shall smother them/ 

'"That boy, then, you sot to look out — send him 
down/ 

"'Go and bring him,' says the ganger; 'and — oh, we 
have no rope. Bring the reins; they're strong and new.' 

" Five minutes after, the boy was up with us, and he 
said he'd go down if we'd put the reins round him like a 
rope, and so we did, and after we'd torn some furze away 
he got into the hole feet first, and wriggled himself down 

till only his head was out. 
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"'Goes down all sidewise/ he says/ and then turns 
round.' 

"'Will you go, my lad? The dog's down there, and 

we'll hold on to the reins, and have you out in a minute, 

if you shout.' 

" 'And 'spose the sand falls?' 
' Why, we've got the reins to trace you by, and we'll 

dig you out in a jiffy,' I says. 

"'All right!' he says, and he shuffled himself down and 
went out of sight, and he kept on saying, 'all right! all 
right!' and then all at once, quickly, 'I've slipped,' he 
says, as if frightened. ' There's no bottom. I'm over a 
big hole.' 

"Just then, my lad, the rein had tightened, but we 
held on. 

"'Pull me up!' he says, and we pulled hard, and 
strained the reins a good deal, and at last he come up, 
looking hot and scared. 

"'I couldn't touch bottom/ he says, 'and the dog began 
to bark loudly.' 

" 'I see/ says the ganger, 'the dog slipped there, and can't 
get out. We must have a rope; you, Ike, take the reins, 
and drive down to the village and get a stout cart-rope. 
Bring two.' 

"The landlord of the inn had just come up, and he said 
he'd got plenty, and he'd go with me, and so he did, and 
in a quarter of an hour we'd been down and driven back 
with two good strong new ropes. 

"There was no more dio-crinrr going on, it was no use; 
but while we'd been gone they'd chopped away the furze, 
cutting through it with spades, so that the hole, which 
was a big crack, was all clear. 

"'Now, then/ says Old Brownsmith's brother, 'go down 
again, my boy. With this stout rope round we can take 
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care of you;' but the boy shook his head, he'd been too 
much scared last time. 

" 'Who'll go?' says the ganger. 'A sovereign for the man 
who goes down and fetches them up.' 

"The chaps talked together, but no one moved. 



a 



'It'll cave in,' says one of 'em. 



"'You must cut a way down, Ike/ says the ganger. 
'I'm too stout, or I'd go down myself.' 

"'Nay,' I says, 'if they're down there, and you get 
digging, you'll bury 'em. P'raps I could squeedge myself 
down. Let's try.' 

"So they ties the rope round me, and I lets myself into 
the hole, which was all sand, and roots to hold it a bit 
together. 

"'It's a tight fit,' I says, as I wriggled myself down 
with my face to the ganger, but I soon found that wouldn't 
do, and I dragged myself out again and took off my boots, 
tightened my strap, and went down the other way. 

"That was better, but it was a tight job going all round 
a corner like a zigger-me-zag, as you calls it, or a furnace 
chimney; and as I scrouged down with my eyes shut, and 
the sand and stones scuttling down after me, I began to 
wonder how I was going to get up again. 

"'Here!' I shouts, 'I shall want two ropes. See if you 
can reach down the other/ 

"I put up my hand as far as I could reach, and the thin 
boy put a loop round his foot and come down, shutting 
out the light, till he could reach my hand, and I got hold 
of the second rope, and went scuttling farther, till all at 
once I found it like the boy had said — my legs was hanging 
and kicking about. 

" 'Here's in for it now/ I says to myself; and I wondered 
whether I should be buried; but I shouts out, 'Lower away/ 
and I let myself slide, and then there was a rush of falling 
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sand and I was half smothered as I swung about, but they 
lowered down, and directly after I touched bottom with 
my feet, and Juno was jumping about me and barking 
like mad. 

"'Found 'em?' I heard the ganger shout from up in 
daylight, and I began to feel about for you; and, Lor' ! there 
has been times when I've longed for a match, when I've 
wanted a pipe o' tobacco; but nothing like what I longed 
then, so as to see where I was, for it was as black as 
pitch. 

"But I felt about with the dog barking, and followed to 
where she was, and feeling about, I got hold of you two 
boys cuddled up together as if you was asleep, and nearly 
covered up with sand. 

" I puts my hands to my mouth, and I yells out as loud 
as I could: 'I've got' em!' and there came back a 'Hooray!' 
sounding hollow and strange like, and then I s'pose it 
was the sand had got in my eyes so as they began to 
water like anything. 

" But I knelt down trembling all over, for I was afraid 
you was both dead, and I can't abear touching dead boys. 
I never did touch none, but I can't abear touching of 'em 
all the same. 

" Then I felt something jump up in my throat, as if I'd 
swallowed a new potato, only upside down like, other way 
on, you know, the tater coming up and not going down 
for when I got feeling you about you was both warm. 

" ( Out o' the way, dog,' I says, for she kept licking of 
you both, and I feels to find out which was you, and soon 
found that out, because Shock had such a rough head; and 
then I says to myself, 'Which shall I send up first?' 

" I did think o' sending Shock, so as to make him open 
the hole a bit more; but I thought p'raps the top'd fall in 
with sending the first one up, and you was more use than 
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Shock, so I made the rope, as was loose, fast round your 
chest, and then I shouts to 'em as I lifted you up. 

"'Haul steady/ I shouts, and as the rope tightened I 
hoisted you more and more, till you went up and up, and 
I was shoving your legs, then your feet, and then you 
was dragged away from me, and I was knocked down 
flat by 'bout hunderd ton o' sand coming on my head. 
I didn't weigh it, so p'raps there warn't so much. 

"I was made half stupid; but I heerd them cheering, 
and I knowed they'd got you out, for they shouted down 
the hole for the next, and I had to drag the rope I had 
out of the sand before I fastened it round Shock, who 
give a bit of a groan as soon as I touched him, and I 
wished I'd heerd you groan too. 

" £ Haul away/ I shouted, and I walked right up a heap 
of sand, as they hauled at Shock, and as soon as they'd 
dragged him away from me, and he was going up, I 
jumped back, expecting some more sand to fall, and so it 
did, as they hauled, whole barrowfuls of it. 

" Then come some more shouting, and Old Brownsmith's 
brother roared down the hole : 

"' All right. Safe up/ 

" 'All right, is it?' J says, scratching the sand out o' my 
head, 'and how's me and the dog to come?' 

" They seemed to have thought of that, for the ganger 
shouts down the crooked hole — 'How are we to get down 
the rope to you?' 

"'I d'know/ I says; and I stood there in the dark 
thinking and listening to the buzzing voices, and wonder- 
ing what to do. 

" ' Wonder how nigh I am to the hole/ I says to my- 
self; and I walked up quite a heap o' sand and tried if I 
could touch anything, but I couldn't. 

" Then I thought of the dog. 
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"'Hi, Juno!' I says, and she whined and come to me, 
.and I took hold of her. 

"'Here, you try if you can't get out, old gal,' I says; 
and I believe as she understood me as I lifted her up and 
helped her scramble up, and somehow I got her right 
with her stomach on my head. Then I lifted her shoulders 
up as high as I could reach, as I stood on the heap o' sand, 
and she got her legs on my head, and my! how she did 
scratch, and then the sand began to come down, and I 
knowed she could reach the top. Next moment she'd got 
one of her hind paws on my hand as I reached up high, 
and then there was a rush and scramble, r.nd I heard 
another shouting of ( Hooray!' while the sand come down 
so that I had to get right as far away as I could. 

" ' What shall we do now ? ' says the ganger, shouting 
to me: 

"'Send thedog downagainwith the two ropes round her/ 

"'Right!' he says; 'and then in a minute there was a 
scuffling and more rushing, and Juno come down with a 
run, to begin barking loudly as she fell on the soft sand. 

" ' There you are, old gal/ I says, patting her, as I took 
off one rope, and felt that the other was fast round her. 
'Up you go again.' I lifted her up and shouted to 'em 
to haul, and in half a minute she was gone, and I was 
alone in the dark, but with the rope made fast round my 

chest. 

"'Are you ready?' shouts the ganger. 

"'Ay!' I says. 'Pull steady, for Tin heavier than the 

dog/ 

" They began to haul as I took tight hold of the rope 
above my head, and up I went slowly with the sand being 
cut away by the tight line, and coming thundering down 
on me at an awful rate, just as if some one was shooting 
cart loads atop of me. 
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" ' Steady!' I yelled; and they pulled away slowly, while 
I wondered whether the rope would give way. But it 
held, and I felt my head hang against the sand, and some 
more fell. Then, as I kicked my legs about, I felt myself 
dragged more into the hole, and I tried to help myself; 
but all I did was to send about a ton of sand down from 
under me. Then very slowly I was hauled past an elbow 
in the hole, and I was got round towards the other when 
a lot more sand fell from beneath me, and then, just as I 
was seeing daylight, there was a sort of heave above me, 
and the top came down and nipped me fast just about 
the hips. 

" ' Haul ! my lads, haul 1 ' the ganger shouted, and they 
hauled till I felt most cut in two, and I had to holler to 
'em to stop. 

" ' I shall want my legs,' I says. ' They ain't much o' 

ones, but useful!' 

" There was nothing for it but to begin digging, for 
they could see my face now, and they began watching 
very carefully that the sand didn't get over my head, 
when, all at once, as they dug, there was a slip, and the 
sand, and the roots, and stones all dropped down into the 
hole below, and. I was hauled out on to the top safe and 
sound, 'cept a few scratches, and only a bit of the sleeve 
of my shirt left. 

" There, you know the rest" 



CHAPTER XXXI. 



"what's the meaning of all this?" 




DID know the rest; how Shock and I lay for 
a fortnight at the little country inn carefully 
tended before we were declared fit to go back 
home, for the doctor was not long in bringing 
us back to our senses; and, save that I used to wake with 
a start out of my sleep in the dark, fancying I was back 
in the pit, I was not much the worse. Shock was better, 
for he looked cleaner and fresher, but he objected a great 
deal to our nurse brushing his hair. 

I was just back and feeling strong again, when one day 
Sir Francis came down into the pinery, and stopped and 
spoke to me. He said he had heard all about my narrow 
escape, and hoped it would be a warning to me never to 
trust myself in a sand-pit again. 

He was very kind after his manner, which was gene- 
rally as if he thought all the world were soldiers, and I 
was going up to my dinner soon, after I had stopped for 

a bit of a cool down in one of the other houses, when, to 
my great disgust, I saw Courtenay and Philip back, and 
I felt a kind of foreboding that there would soon be some 
more troubles to face. 

I was quite right, for during the rest of their stay at 
home they seemed to have combined to make my life as 
wretched as they possibly could. 

I was often on the point of complaining, but I did not 
like to do so, for it seemed to be so cowardly, and besides, 
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I argued to myself that I could not expect all sunshine. 
Old Brownsmith used to have me over to spend Sundays 
with him, and his brother and Mrs. Solomon were very 
kind. Ike sometimes went so far as to say " Good- 
morning" and "good-night," and Shock had become so 
friendly that he would talk, and bring me a good moth 
or butterfly for my case. 

I went steadily on collecting, for Mr, Solomon said, as 
long as the work was done well he would rather I did 
amuse myself in a sensible way. 

The consequence was that I often used to go down the 
garden of a night, and my collection of moths was largely 
increased. 

I noticed about this time that Sir Francis used to talk 
a good deal to Shock, and by and by I found from Ike 
that the boy was going regularly to an evening-school, 
and altering a great deal for the better. Unfortunately, 
Ike, with whom he lodged, was not improving, as I had 
several opportunities of observing, and one day I took 
him to task about it. 

" I know the excuse you have, Ike," I said, " that habit 
you got into when going backwards and forwards to the 
market; but when you had settled down here in a gentle- 
man's garden, I should have thought that you would have 
given it up." 

"Ah, yes," he said, as he drove in his spade. "You're 
a gent, you see, and I'm only a workman." 

" I'm going to be a workman too, Ike," I said. 

"Ay, but not a digger like me. They don't set me to 
prune, and thin grapes, and mind chyce flowers. I'm not 
like you." 

" It does not matter what any one is, Ike," I said. 
" You ought to turn over a new leaf and keep away from 
the public-house." 

(289) z 
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" True," he Said, smashing a clod; "and I do turn over 
a noo leaf, but it will turn it-self back." 

" Nonsense!" I said. " You are sharp enough on Shock's 
failings, and }"ou tell me of mine. Why don't you attend 
to your own?" 

" Look here, young gent," he cried sharply, " do you 
want to quarrel just because I like a drop now and 
then ? " 

" Quarrel ! No, Ike, I tell you because I don't want 
to see you discharged." 

"Think they would start me if they knowed, lad?" 

" I'm sure of it," I said earnestly. " Sir Francis is so 
particular." 

" Then," he said, scraping his spade fiercely, " it won't 
do. I want to stop here. I'll turn over a noo leaf." 

One day in the next autumn, as I was carefully shut- 
ting in a pill-box a moth that I had found, a gentleman 
who was staying at the house caught sight of me and 
asked to see it. 

"Ah, yes!" he said. " Goat-moth, and a nice specimen. 
Do you sugar?" 

" Do I sugar, sir?" I said vacantly. " Yes, I like sugar, 
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sir. 



"Bless the lad!" he said, laughing. "I mean sugar the 
trees. Smear them with thick sugar and water or treacle, 
and then go round at night with a lantern; that's the 
way to catch the best moths." 

I was delighted with the idea and was not long before 
I tried it, and as luck would have it, there was an old 
bull's-eye lantern in the tool-house that Mr. Solomon 
used when he went round to the furnaces of a night. 

I remember well one evening, just at leaving-off time, 
taking my bottle of thick syrup and brush from the tool- 
house shelf, and slipping down the garden and into the 
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pear plantation where the choice late fruit was waiting 
and asking daily to be picked. 

Mr. Solomon was very proud of his pears, and certainly 
some of them grew to a magnificent size. 

I was noticing how beautiful and tawny and golden 
some of them were growing to be as I smeared the trunk 
of one and then of another with my sweet stuff, and as it 
was a deliriously warm still evening, I was full of expec- 
tation of a good take. 

I had just finished when all at once I heard a curious 
noise, which made me think of lying in the dark in the 
sand-cave listening to Shock's hard breathing; and I gave 
quite a shudder as I looked round, and then turned hot 
and angry. 

I knew what the noise was, and had not to look far to 
find Ike lying under a large tree right away from the 
path fast asleep, and every now and then uttering a few 
words and giving a snort. 

"Ike!" I said, shaking him. "Ike! wake up and go 

home.'* 



But the more I tried the more stupid he seemed to 
grow, and I stood at last wondering what I had better do, 
not liking the idea of Mr. Solomon hearing, for it was 
certain to mean a very severe reprimand. It might mean 

discharge. 

It seemed such a pity, too, and I could not help think- 
ing that this bad habit of Ike's was the reason why he 
had lived to fifty and never risen above the position of 
labourer. 

I tried again to wake him, but it was of no use, and 
just then I heard Mr. Solomon shout to me that tea was 
w aiting. 

I ran up the garden quickly for fear Mr. Solomon should 
come down and see Ike, and as I went I made up my 
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mind that I would get the key of the gate into the lane 
and come down after dark and smuggle him out without 
anyone knowing. 

"Well, butterfly boy," said Mrs. Solomon, smiling in 
her half-serious way, " we've been waiting tea these ten 
minutes." 

I said I was very sorry, and though I felt a little guilty 
as I sat down I soon forgot all about Ike in my pleasant 
meal. 

Then I felt frightened as I heard some laughing and 
shouting, and started and listened, for it struck me that 
Courtenay and Philip might be going down the garden, 
and if they should see poor Ike in such a state, I knew 
that they would begin baiting and teasing him, when he 
would perhaps fly in a passion such as I had seen him in 
once before, when he abused me, and apologized the next 
day, saying that it wasn't temper, but beer. 

The sound died away, and then it seemed to rise again 
nearer to us. 

"Ah I" said Mr. Solomon, " I'm sorry for those who have 
boys." 

" No, you are not, Solomon," said his wife, cutting the 
bread and butter. 

" Well, such boys as them." 

"Ah!" said Mrs. Solomon. " That's better." 

That seemed a long tea-time, and it appeared to be 
longer still before I could get away, for Mr. Solomon had 
a lot of things to ask me about the grape-house and pit. 
I kept glancing at the wall where the key hung on a nail, 
and though another time I might easily have taken it, on 
this particular occasion it seemed as if I could not get 
near the place unobserved. 

At last my time came ; Mrs. Solomon bad gone into the 
back kitchen, and Mr. Solomon to his desk in the parlour. 
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I did not lose a moment, but, snatching the key from the 
nail, I slipped it in my pocket, caught my cap from the 
peg, and slipped out. 

I was not going to do any wicked act, but somehow I 
felt as if all this was very wrong, and I found myself 
running along the grass borders, leaping over the gravel 
paths, so that my footsteps should not be heard, and in 
this way I reached the tool-house, where, quite at home in 
the darkness, and making no more noise than jingling a 
hanging spade against the bricks, I reached up on to the 
corner shelf and found my lantern and matches. 

There was the little lamp inside already trimmed, and 
I soon had it alight and darkened by the shade, slipped 
it in my pocket, and then started down the long green 
walk by the big wall where the espaliers were trained, 
and the wall was covered with big pear-trees. 

" I feel just like a robber," I said to myself as I stole 
along to find Ike and turn him out. 

Then I stopped short, for there was a scrambling noise 
on one side. 

(< He is awake and trying to get over the wall," I said 
to myself, and setting down my lantern by one of the 

big trees, I went forward towards the great pear-tree, 
whose branches would make a ladder right to the top. 

It was very dark, and the great wall made it seem 
blacker as I stole on over the soft green path meaning to 
make sure that Ike had gone over quite safely, and then 
go to my moth-hunting. 

"It's as well not to speak to him," I thought. 

Then I stopped again, for if it was Ike he was either 
talking to himself or had some one whispering to him. 

" It can't be Ike," I thought, for after the whispering 
some one jumped down on the soft bed, and then some 
one else followed — crash. 
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There was a scuffle here, and some one uttered an 
ejaculation of pain as if he had hurt himself in jump- 
ing, while the other laughed, and then they whispered 
together. 

It was not Ike going away then, but two people come 
over the wall to get at the great choice pears that were 
growing on my left. 

"What a shame!" I thought; and as I recalled a similar 
occurrence at Old Brownsmith's I wished that Shock were 
with me to help protect Sir Francis' choice fruit. 

I ought to have slipped off back and told Mr. Solomon, 
who would have made the gardener come from the lower 
cottage; but I did not think of that; I only listened and 
heard one of the thieves whisper to the other: 

"Get up; you aren't hurt. Come along." 

Then there was a rustling as they forced their way 
among the bushes, and went bang up against an espalier. 
This they skirted, coming close to me as I stood in the 
shadow of a pear-tree. 

" Come along quick!" I heard; and then the two figures 
went on rustling and crashing among the black-currant 

bushes, so that I could smell the peculiar herbaceous 
medicine-scent they gave out. 

I knew as well as if I had been told where they were 
going, and that was to a double row of beautiful great 
pears that were just ready to pick, and which I had 
noticed that morning, and again when I was sugaring the 
trees close by. 

At first I had taken them for men, but by degrees, by 
the tone of their whispers and the faint sight I got of 
them now and then as they passed an open place, I knew 
that they were boys. 

A few minutes before I had felt excited and nervous; 
then I felt less alarm. My first idea was to frighten them 
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by shouting for the different men about the place; but as 
soon as I was sure that they were boys, a curiously pug- 
nacious sensation came over me, and I determined to see 
if I couldn't catch one of them and drag him up to Mr. 
Solomon, for I felt sure that I should only have one to 
fight with, the other would be sure to run as hard as he 
could go. 

I stopped short again with an unpleasant thought in 
my mind. Surely this could not be Shock with some 
companion. 

No, it could not be he, I felt sure, and I was rather ashamed 

of having thought it as I crept on after the two thieves, 

so that I was quite near them when, as I expected they 

would, they stopped by the little thick heavily-laden 

trees. 

" Look out! hold the bag and be quick," was whispered; 

and then there was snapping of twigs, the rustling of 

leaves, and a couple of dull thuds as two pears fell. 

"Never mind them," was whispered in the same tone. 
"There's no end of 'em about." 

I crept nearer with my teeth grinding together, for it 

seemed to be such a shameful thing to clear those pears 
from the tree in that way, and then I grew furious, for 
one whispered something to the other, and the tree being 
stripped was shaken, and then thump, thump, thump, one 
after another the beautiful fruit fell. 

They scuffled about, and I was so close now that I could 
hear the pears banged and bruised one upon another as 
they were thrown into a bag Then I felt as if I could 
bear it no longer. The pears were as if they were my 
own, and making a dash at the faintly seen figure with 
the bag I struck him a blow with all my might, and that, 
the surprise, and the weight of my body combined were 
sufficient to send him over amongst the black currants, 
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while I went at the other, and in a blind fury began lay- 
ing on to him with my fists as hard as I could. 

He tried to get away, but I held on to him, and this 
drove him to fight desperately, and for some minutes we 
were up and down, fighting, wz*estling, and hanging on to 
each other with all the fury of bitter enemies. 

I was beaten down to my knees twice over. I struggled 
up again though, and held on with the stubbornness of a 
bull- dog. 

Then being stronger than I he swung me round, so that 
I was crushed up against the trunk of one of the trees, 
but the more he hurt me the more angry I grew, and held 
on, striking at him whenever I could get an arm free. I 
could hear him grinding his teeth as he struggled with 
me, and at last I caught my feet in a currant bush, for 
even then I could tell it by the smell, and down I 
went. 

But not alone. I held on to him, and dragged him 
atop of me. 

"Let go!" he cried hoarsely, as he struck me savagely 
in the face; and when the pain only made me hang on all 

the more tightly he called out to his companion, who had 
taken no farther part in the fray: 

{( Here, Phil, Phil. Come on, you sneak." 

I felt as if I had been stunned. Not by his blow, but 
by his words, as for the first time I realized with whom 
I had been engaged. 

A rustling noise on my left warned me that some one 
else was coming, but I let my hands fall to my side, for 
I had made a grievous mistake, and must strike no 
more. 

In place now of my hanging on to Courtenay, he was 
holding me, and drawing in his breath he raised himself 
a little, raised one hand and was about to strike me, but 
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before he could, Philip seemed to seize me by the collar, 
and his brother too, but in an instant I felt that it was a 
stronger grip, and a hoarse gruff voice that I knew well 
enough was that of Sir Francis shouted out, " Caught you, 
have I, you young scoundrels." 

As he spoke he made us rise, and forced us before him 
— neither of us speaking — through the bushes and on to 
the path, a little point of light appearing above me, 
and puffs of pungent smoke from a cigar striking my 
face. 

" I've got t'other one," said a rough voice that I also re- 
cognized, and I cried out involuntarily: 

"Ike— Ike!" 

" That's me, lad. I've got him fast." 

" You let me go. You hurt me," cried Philip out of the 
darkness. 

"Hurt yer? I should think I do hurt you. Traps 
always does hurt, my fine fellow. Who are you ? What's 
j^our name?" 

"Bring him here," cried Sir Francis; and as Ike half 
carried, half dragged Philip out from among the trees on 

to the broad green walk, Sir Francis cried fiercely: 

"Now, then! What's the meaning of all this!" 

I heard Philip give a gasp as I opened my lips to speak, 
but before I could say a word Courtenay cried out 
quickly : 

" Phil and I heard them stealing the pears, and we came 
down to stop them — didn't we, Phil?" 

" Yes: they pounced upon us in the dark." 

" I am knocked about," cried Courtenay. 

" What a wicked lie!" I exclaimed, as soon as I could 
get my breath. 

" Lie, sir, lie!" cried Sir Francis fiercely, as he tightened 
his grasp upon my collar. " Why, I saw you come creeping 
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along with that dark lantern, and watched you. You had 
no business down here, and yet I find you along with this 
fellow, who has no right to be in the garden now, 
assaulting my sons." 




CHAPTER XXXII. 



CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 
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OW, sir," cried Sir Francis angrily, "have the 
goodness to explain what you were doing 
there." 

This was to Ike, who seemed stupid and 
confused. The excitement of the fight had roused him 
up for a few minutes; but as soon as that was over he 
yawned very loudly, and when Sir Francis turned fiercely 
upon him and asked him that question he said aloud: 

"Eh?" 

"Answer me, you scoundrel!" cried Sir Francis. "You 
heard what I said." 

"Eh? Hah, yes. What had I been adoing — heigh-ho- 
hum! Oh, how sleepy I am! What had I been adoing 
here? What I been doing, Mars Grant?" 

"You were asleep," I said on being appealed to; and I 
spoke angrily, for I was smarting under the accusation 
and suspicion of being a thief. 

"Asleep!" cried Ike. "To be sure. That's it. Asleep I 
was under the bushes there. Dropped right off." 

You repeat your lesson well," said Sir Francis. "Pray, 
go up to the house — to the library, you boys — you, sir, 
follow me." 

Courtenay and Philip went on in advance, Sir Francis 
followed, and we were bringing up the rear when Ike 
exclaimed in remonstrance: 

" That ain't fair, master. You ought to sep'rate them 
two or a nyste bit of a tale they'll make up between them." 
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"You insolent scoundrel !" roared Sir Francis. 

"All right, sir; scoundrel it is, just as you like. Wonder 
who'll tell the truth, and who won't?" 

"Hold your tongue, Ike!" I said angrily. 

Plop ! 

That strange sound was made by Ike, who struck his 
mouth with his hand as if to stop it up and prevent more 
words comino*. 

Meanwhile we were going up the garden, and came 
suddenly upon a spot of fire which kept glowing and 
fading, and resolved itself into Mr. Solomon's evening 
pipe in the kitchen-garden middle walk. 

"Hallo! young gentlemen!" he exclaimed; and then 
seeing his master: "Anything the matter, Sir Francis?" 

"Matter!" cried Sir Francis, who was in a great passion. 
"Why are you, my head gardener, not protecting my 
place with the idle scoundrels I pay? Here am I and my 
sons obliged to turn out of an evening to keep thieves 

from the fruit." 

"Thieves! What thieves?" cried Mr. Solomon. "Why, 
Isaac, what are you doing here?" 

"Me!" said Ike. "Don't quite know. Thought I'd 
been having a nap. The master says I've been stealing 
o' pears." 

"Silence!" cried Sir Francis. "You, Brownsmith, see 
that those two fellows come straight up to the library 
I hold you answerable for their appearance." 

Sir Francis went on first and we followed, to find our- 
selves, about ten minutes later, in the big library, with 
Sir Francis seated behind a large table, and a lamp and 

some silver candlesticks on table and mantel-piece, trying 
to make the gloomy room light. 

They did not succeed, but there was light enough to 
show Courtenay and Philip all the better for running up 
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to their rooms and getting a wash and brush, while I was 
ragged, dirty and torn, bruised and bleeding, for I could 
not keep my nose from giving forth tokens of the fierce 

fight. 

Courtenay was not perfect, though, for his mouth looked 
puffy and his eyes were swelling up in a curious way 
that seemed to promise to reduce them to a couple of slits. 

I glanced at Mr, Solomon, and saw that he was looking 
very anxious, and as our eyes met his lips moved, and he 
seemed to be saying to me: "How could you do such a 

disgraceful thing?" but I smiled at him and looked him 
full in the eyes without flinching, and he appeared to be 
more cheerful directly. 

"Attention!" cried Sir Francis as if he were drilling his 
men; but there was no more fierceness. The officer and 
angry master had given place to the magistrate, and he 
cleared his throat and proceeded to try the case. 

There was a little shuffling about, and Philip whispered 
to Courtenay. 

"Silence!" cried Sir Francis. "Now, Courtenay, you 
are the elder: tell me what you were doing down the 

garden." 

" We were up by the big conservatory door, papa," said 
Courtenay boldly — "Phil and I — and we were talking 
together about getting some bait for fishing, when all at 
once there came a whistle from down the- garden, and 
directly after some one seemed to answer it; and then, 
sir— * What's that?' said 'Phil/ and I knew directly." 

"How did you know?" cried Sir Francis 

" Well, I guessed it, sir, and I said it was someone after 

the fruit; and I asked Phil if he'd come with me and 

watch and see who it was." 

"And he did?" 

"Yes, sir; and we went down the garden and couldn't 
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hear or see anything, and we went right to the bottom, 
and as we were coming back we heard the pear-trees 
being shaken." 

How did you know it was the pear-trees, sir? — it was 
dark." 

" It sounded like pear-trees, sir, and you could hear the 
big pears tumbling on the ground." 

"Well, sir? 

Courtenay spoke out boldly and welL He did not 
hesitate in the least; and I could not help feeling what a 
ragged dejected-looking object I seemed, and how much 
appearances were against me. 

"I said to Phil that we ought to try and catch the 
thieves, and he said we would, so we crept up and charged 
them, and I had this boy, and I suppose Phil brought that 
man, but it was so dark I could not see what he did." 

"Well, sir?" 

" Well, papa, this boy knocked me about shamefully, 
and called me all sorts of names." 

"And you knocked him about too, I suppose? " said Sir 
Francis. 

" Yes, I suppose I did, sir. He hurt me, and I was in a 
passion." 

"Now, Philip, what have you to say?" 

Philip looked uneasy as he glanced at his brother and 
then at Sir Francis. 

" Well, go on, sir." 



" We were up by the big con 
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"Yes, yes, we have heard all about that," cried Sir 
Francis. 

" Yes, pa; and we heard whistles, and Courtenay said, 
< What's that ? ' " 

" I thought it was you said ' What's that ? ' " 

"No, pa, it was Courtenay," cried the boy quickly: "he 
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said it. And then I wanted to go down and catch the 
thieves, and Courtenay came too, and we could hear them 
shaking down the pears. Then I went one way and 
Courtenay went the other, and I saw that new labourer— 
that man — " 

" Fine eyes for his age," said Ike in a low growl. 

' How dare you speak, sir, till you are called upon for 
your defence ' " cried Sir Francis. 

" Oh, all right, your worship!" growled Ike. "On y you 
know how dark it weer." 
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" Silence, man ! 

Plop ! 

That was Ike's hand over his mouth again to enforce 
silence. 

" Go on, Philip," said Sir Francis quietly. 

" Yes, pa," cried the boy excitedly. "As soon as I saw 
that man shaking down the big pears I ran at him to try 
and catch him. 

" You should ha' took off your cap, young un, and 
ketched me like a butterfly," growled Ike. 

" Will you be silent, sir!" 

Plop ! 

" He struck me, then, in the chest, pa, and knocked me 
right down in anions: the bushes " 

" No, he did not," I exclaimed indignantly; "it was I." 

" It was not, it was that man," cried Philip, and Ike 
burst out into a hearty laugh, 

"Am I to order you out of the room, sir?" cried Sir 
Francis, severely. 

"All right, your worship! No," cried Ike. Plop! 

" Now, Philip, go on." 

" Yes, pa. I'm not very strong, and he shook me and 
banged me about ever so; but I was determined that I 
would not let him go, and held on till we heard you 
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come; and then instead of trying to get away any more 
he turned round and began to drag me towards you, 
pretending that he had caught me, when I had caught 
him, you know." 

" Go and sit down/ 5 said Sir Francis. " You boys talk 
well." 

" Yes, papa, we are trying to tell you everything," said 
Philip 

" Thank you," said Sir Francis, and then he turned to 
me and looked me all over. 

" Well, sir," he said, "your appearance and the evidence 
are very much against you," 

'* Yes, Sir Francis," I said; { very much indeed." 

" Well, what have you to say ? " 

I could not answer for some moments, for my feelings 
of indignation got the better of me, but at last I blurted 
out: 

" I went down the garden Sir Francis, to try and 
catch some moths." 

" With this, eh 1 " said Sir Francis picking up some- 
thing from the floor, and placing my old dark lantern on 
the table. 

" Yes, Sir Francis," I said. " I am making a collection." 

"Where is it, then?" 

" Down at the cottage, Sir Francis." 

" Humph!" ejaculated Sir Francis. "Have you seen 
his collection, Brownsmith ? " 

" Yes, Sir Francis ; he has a great many — butterflies 
and moths." 

" Humph! Sugar the trees, eh? " 

" Yes, sir," I said quickly. 

" And do you know that he goes down the garden oi 
anight?" 

( Yes, Sir Francis, often," said Mr. Solomon. 
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" Isn't it enough to tempt him to take the pears?" 

" No, Sir Francis," replied Mr. Solomon boldly. " I might 
just as well say to you, Isn't it enough to tempt him to 
take the grapes or the peaches to trust him among them 
alone." 

" He did steal the peaches when he first came. I 
caught him at it," cried Philip viciously. 

" No, you did not, young gentleman," said Mr. Solomon 
sternly; " but I saw you cut two bunches of grapes one 
evening — the Muscat of Alexandria — and take them 
away." 

" Oh what a wicked story I " cried Philip, angrily. 

" Call it what you like, young gentleman," said Mr. 
Solomon; "but it's a fact. I meant to speak to Sir 
Francis, for I hate the choice fruit to be touched till it's 
wanted for the house; but I said to myself he's only a 
schoolboy and he was tempted, and here are the young 
gentleman's nail scissors, Sir Francis, that he dropped in 
his hurry and left behind." 

As Mr. Solomon spoke he handed a pair of pearl-handled 
scissors — a pair of those spring affairs with a tiny knife- 
blade in each handle — and in the midst of a dead silence 

laid them on the table before Sir Francis. 

" Those are not mine," said Philip hastily. 

"Humph!" ejaculated Sir Francis, picking them up 
and examining them. " I shall have to order you out of 
the room, man, if you make that noise," he cried, as he 
turned to Ike 

" I weer orij laughin', your worship," said Ike. 

" Then leave off laughing, sir," continued Sir Francis, 
" and have the goodness to tell me what you were doing 
down the garden Were you collecting moths with a 
dark lantern 1 " 

" Me, your honour! not I." 

( 289 ) * \ 
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" What were you doing, then?" 

" Well, your honour's worship, I was having a bit of a 
sleep — tired, you see." 

<( Oh!" exclaimed Sir Francis. " Now, look here, Grant, 
you knew that man was down the garden." 

" Yes, Sir Francis." 



" And didn't you go to join him? " 

" Yes, Sir Francis." 

" To get a lot of my pears ? " 

" No, Sir Francis." 

" Then why did you go ? " he thundered. 

I was silent. 

" Do you hear, sir? " 

" Yes, Sir Francis." 

" Then speak, sir." 

I remained silent 

" Will you tell me why you went down the garden to 
join that man?" 

I looked at poor Ike, and felt that if I spoke it would 
be to get him discharged, so I preferred to remain silent, 
and said not a word. 

" Will you speak, sir ? " cried Sir Francis, beating the 
table with his fist. 

" I can't tell you, Sir Francis." 

" You mean you won't, sir ? " 

" Yes, Sir Francis." 

" Why not tell the whole truth, Grant? " said Mr Solo- 
mon, reproachfully. 

" Because I can't, sir," I replied sadly. 

" Be silent, Brownsmith," cried Sir Francis fiercely. 

" He's too good a mate to tell," said Ike stoutly. "Here, 
I may as well make a clean breast of it, and here it is. 
I'm an old soldier, sir, and — well, theer, it got hold of me 
at dinner-time. 'Stead of having anything to eat I had 
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a lot to drink, having had some salt herrin for breakfast, 
and I suppose I took too much/' 

" Herring, my man? " 

" No, your worship, beer; and I went to sleep down 
among the bushes. There, that's the honest truth, Mr. 
Brownsmith's brother. Fact as fact." 

" I believe you, Ike," said Mr Solomon. " He's a very 
honest workman, Sir Francis." 

" Thank ye; I call that handsome, I do," said Ike 

" Stop! this is getting very irregular," cried Sir Francis. 
" Now, Grant, once more. Did you not go down the 
garden thinking you would get some of those pears ? " 

" No, Sir Francis." 

" To meet that man, and let him take them away ? " 

11 No, Sir Francis." 

" Do you mean to tell me, sir, that you did not go 
down to join that man?" 

" I did go down to join him, Sir Francis," I replied. " I 
saw him asleep and tipsy in among the black currants 
and I left him there, and took this key to-night to wake 
him up and let him out by the gate in the wall." 

11 Why not through the coach-yard ? " 

■' Because I was afraid he would meet Mr. Solomon 
Brownsmith, and get into disgrace for drinking/' 

" Thankye, Mars Grant, thankye kindly," said Ike. 

" Silence!" 

Plop ! 

"A nice tale 1 " said Sir Francis, "We are getting to 
the bottom of a pretty state of things." 

Just then I saw Courtenay look at Philip as if he were 
uneasy, Then I glanced at Sir Francis and saw him 
gnawing at his moustache. 

" Lookye here, sir," said Ike sturdily, " Is it likely 
as we two would take the fruit ? Why, we're always 
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amongst it, and think no more of it than if it was so 
much stones and dirt. We ain't thieves." 

" Look here," said Sir Francis, suddenly taking a tack 
in another direction, " you own that you beat my son 
my stepson/' he added correctively, " in that way ? " 

" Yes, Sir Francis," I said, " I didn't know who he was 
in the dark." 

" You couldn't see him ? " 

" Only just, Sir Francis; and I hit him as hard as I could." 

" And you, my man, do you own that you struck my 
other stepson as hard as you could in the chest?" 

"No!" cried Ike fiercely; and to the surprise of all he 
threw off his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeve, dis- 
playing a great red-brown mass of bone and muscle, and 
a mighty fist. " Lookye here, your worship. See there. 
Why, if I'd hit that boy with that there fist as hard as 
ever I could, there wouldn't be no boy now, only a 
coroner's inquess. Bah! I wonder at you, Sir Francis! 
There's none of my marks on him, only where I gripped 
his arms. Take off your jacket, youngster, and show 
your pa." 

"How dare you!" cried Philip indignantly. 

"Take off your jacket, sir!" roared Sir Francis; and 
trembling and flushing, Philip did as he was told, and at 
a second bidding rolled up his sleeves to show the marks 
of Ike's fingers plainly enough. 

Ike said nothing now, but uttered a low grunt. 

" He did hit me," cried Philip excitedly. 

"No; I hit you," I cried, "when I rushed at you first. 
I followed you after I'd heard you scramble over the 
wall." 

"Oh f " cried Philip with an indignant look. 
"You heard them scramble over the wall?" said Sir 
Francis sharply 
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"Yes, Sir Francis. I think it was by the big keeping- 
pear that is trained horizontally — that large old tree, the 
last in the row." 

Sir Francis sat back in his chair for a few moments in 
silence; and Courtenay said to his brother in a whisper, 
but loud enough for everyone to hear: 

"Did you ever hear anyone go on like that!" 

Sir Francis took no notice, but slowly rose from his 
seat, crossed the room, opened the French window that 
looked out upon the lawn, and then said: 

" Hand me a candle, Brownsmith." 

The candle was placed in his hands, and he walked 
with it right out on to the lawn and then held it above 
his head. 

Then, walking back into the room, he took up another 
candlestick. 

" Let everyone stay as he is till I come back/' 

"Do you mean us to stay here, papa — with these 
people?" said Courtenay haughtily. 

Sir Francis stopped short and looked at him sternly 
without speaking, making the boy blench. Then he turned 
away without a word, and followed by Mr. Solomon bear- 
ing a lighted candle, which hardly flickered in the still 
autumn evening, he went on down the garden. 

"Haw — haw — haw!" laughed Ike as soon as we were 
alone. "You're a pair o' nice uns — you are! But you're 
ketched this time," he added. 

"How dare you speak to us, sir!" cried Courtenay in- 
dignantly. " Hold your tongue, sir!" 

" No use to hold it now," said Ike laughing. " I say, 
don't you feel warm ? " 

" Don't take any notice of the fellow, Court," cried Phil ; 
" and as for pauper — " 

"You leave him to me," said Courtenay with a vindic- 
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tive look. " 111 make him remember telling his lies of 
me — yes, and of you too. He shall remember to-night 
as long as he lives, unless he asks our pardon, as soon as 
Sir Francis comes back and owns that it was he who 
was taking the pears." 

I turned away from them and spoke to Ike, who was 
asking me about my hurts. 

"Oh! they're nothing," I said — "only a few scratches 
and bruises. I don't mind them." 

The two boys were whispering eagerly together, and I 

heard Philip say: 

"Well, ask him; he'd do anything for money." 

"Look here," said Courtenay. 

I believe he was going to offer to bribe us; but just 
then there was the sound of voices in the garden and Sir 
Francis appeared directly after, candle in hand, closely 
followed by Mr. Solomon, and both of them looking very 
serious, though somehow it did not have the slightest 
effect on me, for I was watching the faces of Courtenay 
and Philip. 

" Shut that window, Brownsmith," said Sir Francis, as 
he set down his candle and went back to his chair behind 
the table. 

Mr. Solomon shut the window, and then came forward 
and set down his candle in turn. 

" Now," said Sir Francis, " we can finish this business, 
I think. You say, Grant, that you heard someone climb 
over the wall by the big trained pear-tree?" 

" I heard two people come over, sir, and one of them 
fell down, and, I think, broke a small tree or bush." 

"Yes," said Sir Francis, "a bush is broken, and some- 
one has climbed over by that big pear-tree." 

"I digged that bit along that wall only yesterday," 
said Ike. 
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"Be silent, sir/' cried Sir Francis; "stop. Come for- 
ward; set a candle down on the floor, Brownsmith." 

It was done. 

" You, Isaac, hold up one of your feet — there, by the 
candle. No, no, man; I want to see the sole." 

Ike held up a foot as if he were a horse about to be 
shod, and growled out: 

" Fifteen and six, master, and warranted water-tights." 

"That will do, my man," said Sir Francis, frowning 
severely as if to hide a smile; and Ike put down his 
great boot and went softly back to his place. 

" Now you, Grant," said Sir Francis. 

" I walked boldly to the candle and held up my heavily- 
nailed garden boots, so that Sir Francis could see the 
soles. 

"That will do, my lad," he said. " Now you, Courtenay, 
and you, Philip." 

They came forward half-puzzled, but I saw clearly 
enough Sir Francis' reasons, Ike's remark about the fresh 
digging having given me the clue, 

"That will do," said Sir Francis; and as the boys 
passed me to go back to their places I heard Philip utter 

a sigh of relief. 

" What time did you hear these people climb over the 
wall, Grant?" said Sir Francis. 
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I can't tell exactly, Sir Francis," I replied. " I think 
it must have been about ei^ht o'clock " 

"What time is it now, Courtenay?" said Sir Francis. 
The lad clapped his hand to his pocket, but his watch 

was not there, 

"Tve left it in the bed-room," he said hastily; and he 
turned to leave the library, but stopped as if turned to 
stone as he heard Sir Francis thunder out* 

"You left it hanging on the Easter Beurre' pear-tree, 
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sir, when you climbed down with your brother — on one 
of the short spurs, before you both left your foot-marks 
all over the newly-dug bed, Courtenay Dalton — Philip 
Dalton, if you were my own sons I should feel that a 
terrible stain had fallen upon my name." 

The boys stood staring at him, looking yellow, and 
almost ghastly. 

"And as if that proof were not enough, Courtenay, 
Dalton, when you fell and broke that currant bush " 

"It was Phil who fell," cried the boy with a vicious 
snarl. 

" The truth for the first time," said Sir Francis. Then 
bitterly: "And I thought you were both gentlemen! Leave 
the room." 

" It was Phil who proposed it all, papa," cried Cour- 
tenay appealingly, 

"Ah, you sneak!" cried Philip, "I didn't, sir. I was 

as bad as he was, I suppose, and I thought it good fun, 

but I shouldn't have told all those lies if he hadn't made 

me. There, they were all lies! Now you can punish me 
if you like/ 1 

"Leave the room 1 " said Sir Francis again; and he 
stood pointing to the door as the brothers went out, look- 
ing miserably crestfallen. 

Then the door closed, and the silence was broken by a 
sharp cry, a scuffle, the sound of blows, and a fall, accom- 
panied by the smashing of some vessel on the stone floor. 

Sir Francis strode out into the hall, and there was a 
hubbub of voices, and I heard Philip cry passionately: 

"Yes; I did hit him. He began on me; and I'll do it 



again — a coward! 
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Then there was a low murmur for a few minutes, and 
Sir Francis came back into the library and stood by the 
table, with the light shining on his great silver moustache ; 
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and I thought what a fine, handsome, fierce old fellow 
he looked as he stood frowning there for quite a minute 
without speaking. Then, turning to Mr. Solomon, he 
said quickly: 

" I beg your pardon, Brownsmith. I was excited and 
irritable to-night, and said what I am sorry for now." 

" Then don't say any more, Sir Francis," replied Mr. 
Solomon quietly. " I've been your servant 

" Faithful servant, Brownsmith." 

"Well, Sir Francis, 'faithful servant,'" said Mr. Solo- 
mon smiling, " these twenty years, and you don't suppose 
I'm going to heed a word or two like that." 

" Thank you, Brownsmith," said Sir Francis, and he 
turned to Ike and spoke sharply once more. 

"What regiment were you in, sir?" 

" Eighth Hoozoars, Captain," said Ike, drawing himself 
up and standing at attention. 

" Colonel," whispered Mr. Solomon. 

" All right'." growled Ike. 

" Well, then, Isaac Barnes, speaking as one old soldier 
to another, I said words to you to-night for which I am 
heartily sorry. I beg your pardon." 

" God bless you, Colonel ! If you talk to me like that 
urterward, you may call me what you like." 

"Eh?" cried Sir Francis sharply; "then I will. How 
dare you then, you scoundrel, go and disgrace yourself; 
you, an ex-British soldier — a man who has worn the king's 

uniform — disgrace yourself by getting drunk? Shame 

on you, man, shame!" 

" Go on, Colonel. Give it to me," growled Ike. " I 
desarve it." 

No," said Sir Francis, smiling; "not another word; 
but don't let it occur again." 

Ike drew his right hand across one eye, and the left 
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over the other, and gave each a flip as if to shake off a 
tear, as he growled something about "never no more." 

I hardly heard him, though, for I was trembling with 
agitation as I saw Sir Francis turn to me, and I knew 
that my turn had come. 

" Grant, my lad," he said quietly; " I can't tell you how 
hurt and sorry I felt to-night when I believed you to be 
mixed up with that contemptible bit of filching. There 
is an abundance of fruit grown here, and I should never 
grudge you sharing in that which you help to produce. 
I was the more sorry because I have been watching your 
progress, and I was more than satisfied. I beg your 
pardon too, for all that I have said. Those boys shall 
beg it too." 

He held out his hand, and I caught it eagerly in mine 
as I said, in choking tones- 

" My father was an officer and a gentleman, sir, and to 
be called a thief was very hard to bear." 

"It was, my lad; it was," he said, shaking my hand 
warmly. " There, there, I'll talk to you another time." 

I drew back, and we were leaving the room, I last, 
when, obeying an impulse, I ran back. 

"Well, my lad?" he said kindly. 

"I beg your pardon, Sir Francis; but you said that 
they should beg my pardon." 

"Yes," he said hotly; "and they shall." 

"If you please, Sir Francis," I said, "I would rather 
they did not." 

"Why, sir?" 

" I think they have been humbled enough." 

"By their own conduct?" said Sir Francis. "Yes, you 
are right. I will not mention it again." 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



AFTER SEVEN YEARS. 




TR FRANCIS, as I afterwards learned, did not 

insist upon the matter, but the very next day, 

as I was in the peach-house, I heard the door 

open, and I felt anything but comfortable as 

I saw Courtenay enter the place and come slowly up to me. 

I was prepared for anything, but I had no cause for 

expecting war. He had come in peace. 

" We're going away directly after lunch/' he said in a 
low, surly tone, as if he resented what he was saying. 
"I'll — , I'll — there! I'll try — to be different when I come 



back a^ain." 

He turned and went hurriedly out of the place, and he 
had not been gone long when the door at the other end 
clicked, and I found, as soon as he who entered had 
come round into sight, that it was Philip. 

He came up to me in a quick, impetuous way, as if 
eager to get his task over, and as our eyes met I could 
see that he had evidently been suffering a good deal. 

" I'm going away this afternoon," he said quickly. " I 
wish I hadn't said and done all I have. I beg " 

He could not finish, but burst into a passionate fit of 
sobbing, and turned away his face. 

"Good-bye!" I said. " I shall not think about it any 
more." 

" Then well shake hands/' he cried — "some day — next 
time we meet." 

We did shake hands next time we met, but when 
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Philip Dalton said those words he did not know it would 

be seven years first. But so it was. 

I never knew exactly how it happened, but I believe 
one of my uncles was influenced to take some part in the 
affair, and Sir Francis did all the rest. What I do know 
is that about three months after the young Daltons had 
gone I was on my way to a clergyman's house, where I 
stayed a year, being prepared for my future career; and 
when I had been with the Reverend Hartley Dallas a 
year I was able to join the Military College at Woolwich, 
where I went through the regular course, and in due 
time obtained my commission in the artillery. 

I had not long been in the service before the Crimean 
war broke out, and our battery was one of the first 
despatched to the seat of war, where, in company with 
my comrades, I went through that terrible period of 
misery and privation, 

One night I was in charge of a couple of guns in a 
rather dangerous position near the Eedan, and after re- 
pairing damages under fire my lads had contrived to 
patch up a pretty secure shelter with sand-bag and gabion, 
ready for knocking down next day, but it kept off the 
rain, and where we huddled together there was no mud 
under our feet, though it was inches deep in the trench. 

It was a bitter night, and the tiny bit of fire that we 
had ventured to make in the hole we had scooped under- 
round hardly kept the chill from our half-frozen limbs. 
Food was not plentiful, luxuries we had none, and in 
place of the dashing-looking artillerymen in blue and gold 
people are accustomed to see on parade, anyone who had 
looked upon us would have seen a set of mud-stained, 
ragged scarecrows, blackened with powder, grim looking, 
but hard and full of fight. 



to 
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I was seated on an upturned barrel, hugging my sheep- 
skin-lined greatcoat closer to me, and drawing it down 
over my high boots, as I made room for a couple of my 
wet, shivering men, and I felt ashamed to be the owner 
of so warm a coat as I looked at their well-worn ser- 
vice covering, when my sergeant put in his head and 
said: 

" Captain of the company of foot, sir, would be glad if 
you could give him a taste of the fire and a drop of 
brandy; he's half dead with the cold." 

"Bring him in," I said; and I waited, thinking about 
home and the old garden at Isleworth and then of that 
at Hampton; I didn't know why, but I did. And then 
I was thinking to myself that it was a good job that we 
had the stem, manly feeling to comfort us of our hard 
work being our duty, when I heard the slush, slush, slush, 
slush, sound of feet coming along the trenches, and then 

my sergeant said: 

" You'll have to stoop very low to get in, sir, but you'll 
find it warm and dry. The lieutenant's inside." 

"Yes, come in," I said; and my men drew back to let 
the fresh comer get a bit of the fire. 

" It's awfully kind of you," he said, as ho knelt down, 
took off his dripping gloves, and held his blue fingers to 
the flame. "What a night! It isn't fit for a dog to be 
out in. Ton my soul, gunner, I feel ashamed to come 
in and get shelter, and leave my poor boys in the 
trench." 

" Get a good warm then, and let's thaw and dry one of 
them at a time. I'm going to turn out soon." 

" Sorry for you," he said. "Brandy- — thanks. It's worth 
anything a night like this. I've got some cigars in my 
breast-pocket, as soon as my fingers will let me get at 
them/ 
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He had taken off his shako, and the light shone full 
upon his face, which I recognized directly, though he did 
not know me, as he looked up and said again: 

" It's awfully kind of you, gunner." 

" Oh ! it's nothing," I said, " Captain Dalton — Philip 
Dalton, is it not?" 

"Yes," he said; "you know me?" 

"To be sure," I replied; "but you said that next time 
we met we'd shake hands." 

He sank back and his jaw dropped. 

"You remember me — Grant? How is Sir Francis?" 

"Bemember you!" he said, seizing my hand. "Oh! I 

say, what a young beast I was!" 

I learned more than once that he and his brother turned 
out fine, manly soldiers, and did their duty well in that 
hard-fought campaign. I tried also to do mine, and came 
back one of the last to leave the Crimea, another grade 
higher in my rank. 

During my college life I often used to go over and see 
the brothers Brownsmith, to be warmly welcomed at 
every visit; and if ever he got to know that I was going 
to Isleworth to spend Sunday, Ike used to walk over, 
straighten his back and draw himself up to attention, 
and salute me, looking as serious as if in uniform. He 
did not approve of my going into the artillery, though. 

" It's wrong," he used to say; and in these days he was 
back at Isleworth, for Mr. Solomon had entered into 
partnership with his brother, and both Ike and Shock 
had elected to follow him back to the old place. 

" Yes," he would say, " it's wrong, Mars Grant. I was 
always drew to you because your father had been a sojer; 
but what would he have said to you if he had lived to 
know as you turned gunner?" 
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What would you have had me, then? You must have 
artillerymen." 

"Yes, of course, sir; but what are they? You ought 
to have been a hoozoar: 

' Oh, them as with jackets go flying, 
Oh, they are the gallant hoozoars/ " 

he sang — at least he tried to sing; but I went into the 
artillery. 

By the way, I did not tell you tnc name of the sergeant 
who ushered Philip Dalton into my shelter that night. 
His name was John Hampton, as fine a soldier as ever 
stepped. He joined the artillery when I got my commis- 
sion. Poor Shock, for I knew him better by that name; 
he followed me with the fidelity of a dog; he always 
contrived something hot for me when we were almost 
starving, and any day he would have gone without that I 
might eat. And I believe that he would have fought 
for me to the death. 

Poor Shock! The night when I was told that he could 
not live, after being struck down by a piece of shell, I 
knelt by him in the mud and held his hand. He just looked 
up in my face and said softly: 

" Remember being shut up in the sand-pit, sir, and how 
you prayed ? If you wouldn't mind, sir — once again ? 

I bent down lower and lower, and at last — soldier — 
hardened by horrors — grown stern by the life I led — 
I felt as if I had lost in that rough, true man the best of 
friends, and I cried over him like a child! 
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THE END. 



BLACKIE & SON'S 

BOOKS FOE YOUNG PEOPLE 



BY G. A. HENTY. 



BeHC the Briton: A Story of the Roman Invasion. By 
G-. A. Henty. "With 12 page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

This story deals with the invasion of Britain by the Roman legionaries. 
Beric, who is a boy-chief of a British tribe, takes a prominent part in the 
insurrection under Boadicea: and after tho defeat of that heroic queen (in 
a.d. 62) he continues the struggle in the fen-country. Ultimately Beric 
is defeated and carried captive to Rome, where he is trained in the exercise 
of arms in a school of gladiators. Such is the skill which he there acquires 
that he succeeds in saving a Christian maid by slaying a lion in the arena, 
and is rewarded by being made librarian in the palace, and the personal 
protector of Nero. Finally he escapes from this irksome service, organizes 
a band of outlaws in Calabria, defies the power of Rome, and at length 
returns to Britain, where he becomes a wise ruler of his own people. 



In Greek Waters: A Story of the Grecian War of Inde- 
pendence (1821-1827). By G-. A. Henty. "With 12 page Illus- 
trations by W. 8. Stagey, and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 

olivine edges, 6s. 

A lai-ge part of this story deals with the revolt of the Greeks, in 1821 f 
against Turkish oppression. Mr. Beveridge and bis son Horace, like most 
Englishmen at that timo, are stirred with enthusiasm for the down-trodden 
nation. So they fit out a privateer, load it with military stores, and set 
sail for Greece to assist the insurgents. On their arrival, however, they 
find that the leaders of tho insurrection are a cowardly, thieving, blood- 
thirsty crew. So they resolve to hold aloof from politics, and give all 
possible assistance to the victims of war, both Greeks and Turks. They 
rescue the Christians who are beleaguered in the island of Cyprus, assist 
the Turkish garrison in Athens, relieve the captive Greeks who are being 
sent to the slave markets, destroy Turkish shipping, and fight the Turkish 
war vessels. The story is full of stirring adventure, and will delight the 
boy who loves the sea, and the hazards of seafaring. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 

" Mr. Henty is one ol the best of story-tellers for young people/'— Spectator 



Redskin and Cow-boy: A Tale of the Western Plains. By 

G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"It has a good plot; it abounds in action; the scenes are equally spirited and 
realistic, and we can only say we have read it with much pleasure from first to 
last. The pictures of life on a cattle ranche are most graphically painted, as are 
the manners of the reckless but jovial cow-boys."— Times. 

The Dash for Khartoum: A Tale of the Nile Expedition. 

By G. A. Henty, With 10 page Illustrations by J. Schonberg and 
J. Nash, and 4 Plans. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

<l Tke Dash far Khartoum is your ideal hoys* hook/*— Tablet 
" It is literally true that the narrative never flags a moment ; for the incidents 
which fall to be recorded after the dash for Khartoum has been made and failed 
are quite as interesting as those which precede it. The characters of all the per- 
fions are remarkably life-like."— Academy. 

By England's Aid: The Freeing of the Netherlands (1585- 
1604), By G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by Alfred 
Pearse, and 4 Maps. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Boys know and love Mr. Henty' s hooks of adventure, and will welcome hia 
tale of the Freeing of the Netherlands." — Athenmwm. 

"The story is told with great animation, and the historical material is most 
effectively combined with a most excellent plot. The maps and woodcuts are 
excellent illustrations/' — Saturday Review. 

By Right Of Conquest: Or, With Cortez in Mexico. By 

G- A. Henty, With 10 page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey, and 
2 Maps. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Mr. Henty's skill has never been more convincingly displayed than in this 
admirable and ingenious story."— Saturday Jteview. 

"By Right of Conquest is the nearest approach to a perfectly successful histori- 
cal tale that Mr. Henty lias yet published."— Academy. 

With Lee in Virginia: A Story of the American Civil 
War- By G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne, and 6 Maps. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6& 

"The story is a capital one and full of variety, and presents us with many 
picturesque scenes of Southern life. Young Wingfield, who is conscientious, 
spirited, and 'hard as nails/ would have been a man after the very heart of 
Stonewall Jackson- 1 ' — Times. 

By Pike and Dyke: A Tale of the Eise of the Dutch Re- 
public. By G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by Maynard 
Brown, and 4 Maps. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6*. 

'* The mission of Ned to deliver letters from William the Silent to his adherents 
at Brussels, the flght of the Good Venture with the Spanish man-of-war, the battle 
on the ice at Amsterdam, the siege of Haarlem, are all told with a vividness and 
skill, which are worthy of Mr. Henty at his best."— Academy. 
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"Surely Mr. Henty should understand boys' tastes better than any man living/' 

— The Times. 

With Clive in India: Or, The Beginnings of an Empire. 
By G-. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Among writers of stories of adventure for boys Mr. Henty stands in the very 
first rank. Those who know something about India will be the most ready to 
thank Mr. Henty for giving them this instructive volume to place in the hands 
of their children." — Academy. 

The Lion Of St. Mark: A Tale of Venice in the Fourteenth 
Century. By G-. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by GoBDON 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

*' Every boy should read The Lion of St. Mark. Mr, Henty has never produced 
any story more delightful, more wholesome, or more vivacious. From first to 
last it will be read with keen enjoyment/'— The Saturday Beview. 

Under Drake's Flag: A Tale of the Spanish Main. By 
G. A. Henty. Illustrated by 12 page Pictures by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"There is not a dull chapter, nor, indeed, a dull page in the book; but the 
author has so carefully worked up his subject that the exciting deeds of his 
heroes are never incongruous or absurd/'— Observer. 

Bonnie Prince Charlie: A Tale of Fontenoy and Culloden. 

By G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Grown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6a. 

" Ronald, the hero, is very like the hero of Quentln Durward. The huVs 
Journey across France with bis faithful attendant Malcolm, and his hairbreadth 
escapes from the machinations of his father's enemies, make up as good ;i 
narrative of the kind as we have ever read. For freshness of treatment ;sn I 
variety of incident, Mr, Henty has here surpassed himself—Spectator. 

For the Temple: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. By 
G> A Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by S, J. Solomon, and 

a Coloured Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s, 

"Mr. Henty's graphic prose pictures of the hopeless Jewish resistance to Ronum 
sway adds another leal to his record of the famous wars of the world. The book 
is one of Mr- Henty's cleverest efforts-"— Graphic. 

TPUe tO the Old Flag: A Tale of the American War of 
Independence. By G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by 
Goepon Bbowne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

'* Does justice to the pluck and determination of the British soldiers. The son 
of an American loyalist, who remains true to our flap, falls among the hostile red- 
skins in that very Huron country which has been endeared to us by the exploits 
of Hawkeye and Chingachgook." — The Times. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 

" Among writers of stories of adventure for boys Mr, Henty stands in the very 
first rank. —Academy. 

The Lion Of the North: A Tale of Gustavus Adolphus and 

the Wars of Religion, By G. A. Henty. With 12 page Pictures 
by J. Schonberg. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s, 

"A praiseworthy attempt to interest British youth in the great deeds of the 
Scotch Brigade in the wars of Gustavus Adolphus. Mackay, Hepburn, and Munro 
live again in Sir. Henty & pages, as those deserve to live whose disciplined bands 
formed really the germ of the modern British army "—Aihenmim. 

The Young: Carthaginian: a Story of the Times of 

Hannibal. By G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by C. J. 
Staniland, e,i. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, Qs. 

"The effect of an interesting story, well constructed and vividly told, ia en- 
hanced by the picturesque quality of the scenic background. From first to last 
nothing stays the interest of the narrative. It bears us along as on a stream, 
whose current varies in direction, but never loses its force."— Saturday Keviezo. 

With Wolfe in Canada: Or, The Winning of a Continent. 
By G. A, Henty, With 12 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6$, 

"A model of what a boys* story-book should be. Mr. Henty haa a great power 
of infusing into the dead facts of history new life, and as no pains are spared by 
him to ensure accuracy in historic details, his books supply useful aids to study 
as well as amusement." — School Guardian. 

In Freedom's Cause: A Story of Wallace and Bruce. By 
G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vOj cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Mr. Henty has broken new ground as an historical novelist. His tale of the 
days of 'Wallace and Bruce ia full of stirring action, and will commend itself to 
boys. 11 — Athenmitjn/ 

Through the Fray: A Story of the Luddite Eiots. By 

G. A. Henty, With 12 page Illustrations by H. M. Paget. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, Qs. 

"Mr. Henty inspires a love and admiration for straightforwardness, truth, and 
courage. This is one of the best of the many good books Mr. Henty has produced, 
and deserves to be classed with hia Facing Death." — Standard. 

Captain Bayley's Heir: A Tale of the Gold "Fields of Cali- 
fornia, By G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by H. RL 

Paget. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6$. 

"A Westminster boy who makes his way in the world by hard work, good 
temper, and unfailing courage. The descriptions given of life are just what a 
healthy intelligent lad should delight in," — St, James's Gazette. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 

" Mr. Henty is one of our most successful writers of historical tales, — Scotsman. 



Condemned as a Nihilist: A Story of Escape from Siberia. 
By G. A. Hknty. With 8 page Illustrations by Walter Paget- 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

Godfrey Bullen, the hero of this story, is an English boy resident in St 
Petersburg. Through two student friends he becomes innocently involved 
in various political plots, resulting in his seizure by the Russian police, 
and his exile to Siberia, He is conveyed to the most remote part of that 
northern wilderness, and placed in a convict settlement. After a first un- 
successful attempt to escape he gives himself up to the Russian authorities 
at the mines of Kara, He again escapes; walks eight hundred miles till 
he roaches the Angara river; buys a canoe from the fisher-folk; sails down 
the Siberian rivers for a thousand miles; coasts along the arctic shores of 
Russia, and at last, after many exciting adventures with wolves, bears, and 
hostile Samoycdes, he reaches Norway, and thence home, after a perilous 
journey which lasts nearly two years. 

Held Fast for England: A Tale of the Siege of Gibraltar. 
By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"Among them we would place first in interest and wholesome educational 
value the story of the siege of Gibraltar, . . . There is no cessation of exciting 
incident throughout the story."— Atheiweum. 

One Of the 28th: A Tale of Waterloo. By G. A. Henty. 

With 8 page Illustrations by W. H. OvEEBND, and 2 Maps. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5$. 

" Written with Homeric vigour and heroic inspiration. It is graphic, pictur- 
esque, and dramatically effective , . . shows us Mr Henty at his best and 
brightest. The adventures will hold a boy of a winter's night enthralled as he 
rushes through them with breathless interest 'from cover to cover/' 7 — Observer. 

The Cat Of Bubastes: A Story of Ancient Egypt By 
G. A- Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by J. R Wecuelin. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"The story, from th^ critical moment of the killing of the sacred cat to the 
perilous exodus into Asia with which it closes, is very skilfully constructed and 
full of exciting adventures. It is admirably illustrated. "Saturday Review. 

Maori and Settler: A Story of the New Zealand War. By 

G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse, and 
a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"It is a book which all young people, hut especially boys, will read with 
avidity." — AtJienceam. 

"A first-rate book for boys, brimful of adventure, of humorous and interesting 
conversation, and of vivid pictures of colonial lite"— Schoolmaster* 
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BY G. A- HENTY. 

"Mr, Henty is the king of story-tellers for boys/'— Sword and Trowel 

St. George for England: A Tale of Oessy and Poitiers* 

By G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

" Mr. Henty's historical novels for boys bid fair to supplement, on their behalf, 
the historical labours of Sir Walter Scott in the land of fiction"— Standard. 

14 A story of very great interest for boys. In his own forcible style the author 
has endeavoured to show that determination and enthusiasm can accomplish mar- 
vellous results; and tluit courage is generally accompanied by magnanimity and 
gentleness, "—Pali Mall Gazette. 

The Bravest Of the Brave: With Peterborough in Spain. 

By G- A. Henty. With 8 full-page Pictures by H. M. Paget. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s, 

M Mr. Henty never loses sight of the moral purpose of his work — to enforce the 
doctrine of courage and truth, mercy and lovingkindness, as indispensable to the 
making of an English gentleman. British lads will read The Bravest of the 
Brave with pleasure and profit; of that wo are quite sure."— Daily Telegraph. 

For Name and Fame: Or, Through Afghan Passes. By 
G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"The best feature of the book, apart from its scenes of adventure, is its honest 
effort to do justice to the patriotism of the Afghan people."— Daily News. 

"Not only a rousing story, replete with all the varied forms of excitement of a 
campaign, hut, what is still more useful, an account of a territory and its inhabi- 
tants which must for a long time possess a supreme interest for Englishmen, as 
being the key to our Indian Empire."— Glasgow Herald. 

In the Reign Of Terror: The Adventures of a Westminster 

Boy. By G. A. Henty. With 8 full -page Illustrations by J. 
Sohonberg. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5a. 

''Harry Sand with, the Westminster boy, may fairly be said to beat Mr. Henty'a 
record. His adventures will delight boys by the audacity and peril they depict. 
The story is one of Mr. Heuty's best."— Saturday Review. 

Orange and Green: A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick. 
By G, A, Henty. With 8 full -page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"An extremely spirited story, based on the struggle in Ireland, rendered 
memorable by the defence of 'Derry and the siege of Limerick." — Sat Rcvieiu. 

"/The narrative is free from the vice of prejudice, and ripples with life as 
vivacious as if what is being described -were really passing before the eye. . . . 
Should be in the hands of every young student of Irish history/' — Belfast News. 

By Sheer Pluck: A Tale of the Ashaiiti War. By G. A. 
Henty. With 8 full-page Pictures by Gordon Browne* Crown 

8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 
"By Sheer Pluck will be eagerly read. The author's personal knowledge of the 

west coast has been turned to good advantage." — Athenatnm. 

"Morally, the book is everything that could be desired, setting before the boyi 
a bright and bracing ideal of the English gentleman."— Cftntotan Leader. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 

" Mr. Henty is the king of story-tellers for boys. "Sword and Trowel. 



The Dragon and the Raven: Or, The Days of King 

Alfred. By G-. A. Henty. "With 8 page Illustrations by C. J. 
Staniland, b.i. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"A story that may justly be styled remarkable. Boys, in reading it, will be 
surprised to lind how Alfred persevered, through years of bloodshed and times 
of peace, to rescue his people from the thraldom of the Danes. We hope the 
book will soon be widely known in all our schools." — Schoolmaster. 

A Final Reckoning: A Tale of Bush Life in Australia. 
By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by W. B. Wollen. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

" All boys will read this story with eager and unflagging interest. The episodes 
are in Mr. Henty's very best vein— graphic, exciting, realistic; and, as in all Mr. 
Henty's books, the tendency is to the formation of an honourable, manly, and 
even heroic character. "—Birmingham Post. 

Facing Death: Or, The Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A Tale of 
the Coal Mines. By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Pictures by 
Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"If any father, godfather, clergyman, or schoolmaster is on the look-out for a 
good book to give as a present to a boy who is worth his salt, this is the book we 
would recommend."— Standard. 

A Chapter Of Adventures: Or, Through the Bombard- 
ment of Alexandria. By G. A. Henty. With C page Illustrations 
by W. H. Ovbrend. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. Qd. 

" The' experience of Jack Eobson and his two companions in the streets of 

Alexandria when Arabi's rioters filled the city is capitally told. They have their 
fill of excitement, and their chapter of adventures is so bri»k and entertaining we 
could have wished it longer than it is." — Saturday Review. 



Grettir the Outlaw: A Story of Iceland. By S. Baring- 
Gould. With 10 page Illustrations by M. Zeno Diemer, and a 
Coloured Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

" Is the boys' hook of its year. That is, of course, as much as to say that it 
will do for men grown as well as juniors. It is told in simple, straightforward 
English, as all stories should be, and it has a freshness, a freedom, a sense of sun 
and wind and the open air, which make it irresistible."— National Observer. 



TWO Thousand Years AgO: Or, The Adventures of a Roman 
Boy. By Professor A. J. Church. With 12 page Illustrations by 
Adbien Marie. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Adventures well worth the tellin sj. The book is extremely entertaining as 
well as useful, and there is a wonderful freshness in the Koman scenes and 
characters."— The Times. 
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A Rough Shaking. By George Mac Donald, With 

12 page Illustrations by W- Parkinson. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
olivine edges, 6s. 

"One of Mr- Mac Donald's wonderful and charming stories." — Athentmim. 

41 One of the very best books for boys that has been written. It is full of mate- 
rial peculiarly well adapted for the young, containing in a marked degree, the 
elements of all that is necessary to make up a perfect boys' book." — Teachers' Aid. 

At the Back Of the North Wind. By George Mac 

Donald. With 75 Illustrations by Arthur Hughes. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s, 

**In At the Back of the North Wind we stand with one foot In fairyland and 
one on common earth. The story is thoroughly original, full of fancy and pathos, 
and underlaid with earnest but not too obtrusive teaching,"— The Times. 

Ranald Bannerman's Boyhood, By George Mac Donald. 

With 36 Illustrations by Arthur Hughes. Crown 8vo, cloth ele- 
gant, olivine edges, 5& 

" The sympathy with boy-nature in Ranald Bamierman's Boyhood is perfect. 
It is a beautiful picture of childhood, teaching by its impressions and suggestions 
all noble things. ' — British Quarterly Review. 

The Princess and the Goblin. By George MacDonald. 

With 32 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. &d. 

"Little of what is written for children has the lightness of touch and play of 

fancy which are characteristic of George Mac Donald's fairy tales. Mr. Arthur 
Hughes's illustrations are all that illustrations should be. " — Manchester Guardian. 

The Princess and Curdle. By George Mac Donald. 

With 8 page Illustrations Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6tf. 

" There is the finest and rarest genius in this brilliant story, Upgrown people 
would do wisely occasionally to lay aside their newspapers and magazines to 
spend an hour with Curdie and the Princess,"— Sheffield Independent 
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Under False Colours, By Sarah Doudney, With 12 

page Illustrations by G. G. Kilburne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
olivine edges, 6& 

11 This is a charming story, abounding in delicate touches of sentiment and 
pathos. Its plot is skilfully contrived. It will be read with a warm interest by 
every girl who takes it up/'— Scotsman. 

"Sarah Doudney has no superior as a writer of high-toned stories— pure in 
style, original in conception, and with skilfully wrought-out plots; but we have 
seen nothing from her pen equal in dramatic energy to this book/' — Christian 

Leader* 
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NEW EDITION OF THE UNIVERSE. 



The Universe: Or The Infinitely Great and the Infinitely Little. 

A Sketch of Contrasts in Creation, and Marvels revealed and 
explained by Natural Science. By F. A. Pouchet, m.D- With 
272 Engravings on wood, of which 55 are full-page size, and a 
Coloured Frontispiece, Tenth Edition, medium 8vo, cloth elegant, 
gilt edges, 7s. &d>; also morocco antique, 16a 

"We can honestly commend I'rofessor Pouchet's book, which is admirably, as 
it is copiously illustrated/' — The Times. 

"Scarcely any book in French or in English 13 so likely to stimulate in the 
young an interest in the physical phenomena." — Fortnightly Review, 



BY ROBERT LEIGHTON. 



The Thirsty SW0Pd: A Story of the Norse Invasion of 
Scotland (1262-63). By Robert Leighton. With 8 page Illus- 
trations by Alfred Pkaksb, and a Map. Crown 8vo s cloth ele- 
gant, olivine edges, 5s. 

In this story of The Thirst tf Sword, and the vengeance which it accom- 
plishes, there is found much of the simple directness and tragic strength 
of the old Scandinavian Sagas. It is laid in that period of Scottish history 
which ended with the famous battle of Largs; and it tells how Roderic 
MacAlpin, the sea-rover, came to the Isle of Bute; how he slew his brother 
Earl Hamish in Rothesay Castle; how Alpin, the earl's eldest son, challenged 
his unole to ordeal by battle, and was likewise slain; how young Kenric 
now became king of Bute, and vowed vengeance against the slayer of his 
brother and father; and finally, it tells how this vow was kept when Kenric 
ami the murderous sea-rover met at midnight on Garroch Head, and ended 
their feud in one last great fight. 

The Pilots Of Pomona: A Story of the Orkney Islands. 
By Robert Lkighton. With 8 page Illustrations by John Leigh- 
ton; and a Map. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"A story which is quite as good in its May as Treasure Island, and is full of 
adventure of a stirring yet most natural kind. Although it U primarily a boys' 
book, it is a real godsend to the elderly reader who likes something fresh — some- 
thing touched with the romance and magic of youth/ 1 — Glaxyoiv Evening Times. 

"His pictures of Orcadian life and nature are charming/ 1 — Saturday Review. 



Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. Illustrated by 100 

Pictures by Gordon Browne. Grown 8vo, cloth elegant, 6s r 

44 One of the best issues, if not absolutely the best, of Defoe's work which has 
ever appeared." — The Standard. 



Gulliver's Travels, Illustrated by more than 100 Pictures 

by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges 3 5s, 

"Mr- Gordon Browne is, to my thinking, incomparably the most artistic, 
spirited, and brilliant of our illustrators of books for boys, and one of the most 
humorous also, as his illustrations of 'Gulliver 1 amply testify ."—Truth. 
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN. 

iJ Mr, Fenn stands in the foremost rank of writers in this department"— Daily 
News. 

Quicksilver : Or, A Boy with no Skid to his Wheel. By 
George Manville Fenn. With 10 page Illustrations by Frank 

Dadd. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant^ olivine edges, 6s. 

" Quicksilver is little short of an inspiration. In it that prince of story-writers 
for boys— George Manville Fenn— has surpassed himself. It is an ideal hook for 
a boy's library,"— Practical Teacher. 

"The story is capitally told, it abounds in graphic and well-described scenes, 

and it has an excellent and manly tone throughout." — The Gziardia?i. 

Dick 0* the Fens: A Romance of the Great East Swamp. By 

G. Manville Fenn. With 12 page Illustrations by Frank Dadd. 

Crown 8vo 7 cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"We conscientiously believe that boys will find it capital reading- It is full 
of incident and mystery, and the mystery is kept up to the last moment. It is 
rich in effective local colouring; and it has a historical interest"— rimes. 

"Deserves to be heartily and unreservedly praised as regards plot, incidents, 
and spirit. It is its author's masterpiece as yet" — Spectator. 

Devon Boys: A Tale of the North Shore. By G, Manville 

Fenn. With 12 page Illustrations by Goiidon Browne, Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6& 

"An admirable story, as remarkable for the individuality of its young heroes 
as for the excellent descriptions of coast scenery and life in North Devon, It is 
one of the best books we have seen this season/ 1 — A thenceum. 

The Golden Magnet: A Tale of the Land of the Incas, By 

G. Manville Fenn. Illustrated by 12 page Pictures by Gordon 

Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"There could be no more welcome present for a boy. There is not a dull page 
in the book, and many will be read with breathless interest 'The Golden Mag- 
net' is, of course, the same one that attracted Raleigh and the heroes of West- 
ward So !"— Journal of Education. 

In the King's Name: Or, The Cruise of the Kestrel By 
G. Manville Fenn. Illustrated by 12 page Pictures by Gordon 

Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"A capital boys' story, full of incident and adventure, and told in the lively 
style in which Mr. Fenn is such an adept" — Globe. 

" The best of all Mr Fenn's productions in this field. It has the great quality 
of always 'moving on/ adventure following adventure in constant succession.' 1 — 
Daily News. 

Bunyip Land; The Story of a Wild Journey in New Guinea. 

By G. Manville Fenn. With 12 page Illustrations by Gordon 

Beowne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

" Mr, Fenn deserves the thanks of everybody for Banyip Land, and we may ven- 
ture to promise that a quiet week may be reckoned on whilst the youngsters have 
such fascinating literature provided for their evenings' amusement." — Spectator* 
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN. 

" No one can find his way to the hearts of lads more readily than Mr. Fenn/ — 
Nottingham Guardian. 

YuSSUf the Guide: Being the Strange Story of Travels in 

Asia Minor, By G. Manville Penn. Witli 8 page Illustrations 

by J. Schonbkrg. Grown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 55. 

"The narrative will take its readers into scenes that will have great novelty 
and attraction for them, and the experiences with the brigands will be especially 
delightful to boys/'— Scotsman, 

MenhardOC! A Story of Cornish Nets and Mines. By G. 

Manville Fenn. With 8 page Illustrations by C. J. Staniland. 
Grown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"They are real living boys, witli their virtues and faults. The Cornish fisher- 
men are drawn from life, they are racy of the soil, salt with the sea^water, and 
they stand out from the pages in their jerseys and sea-boots all sprinkled with 
silvery pilchard scales." — Spectator. 

Nat the NatUPalist : A Boy's Adventures in the Eastern 
Seas* By G- Manville Fenn. With 8 page Pictures. Crown 8vo, 

cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"This sort of book encourages independence of character, develops resource, 
and teaches a boy to keep his eyes open,"— Saturday Review. 

BrOWnSltlith'S Boy: A Romance in a Garden. By G. Man- 
ville Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, 3s, 6d. 

"Mr, Fenn's books are among the best, if not altogether the best, of the stories 
for boys. Mr. Fenn is at his best in Brownsmith's Boy"— Pictorial World. 

BY DR. GORDON STABLES. 



Twixt School and College : V A Tale of Self-reliance. By 

Gordon Stables, c.m m m.d-, r.n. With 8 page Illustrations by 
W. Parkixsost. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"One of the best of a prolific writer's books for boys, being full of practical 
instructions as to keeping pets, from white mice upwards, and inculcates in a way 
which a little recalls Miss Edgeworth's 'Frank' the virtue of self-reliance, 
though the local colouring of the home of the Aberdeenshire boy is a good deal 
more picturesque."— Athen&um. 



The Seven Wise Scholars* By Ascott r Hope. With 

nearly 100 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Cloth elegant, Ba. 

"As full of fun as a volume of Punch; with illustrations, more laughter- 
provoking than most we have seen since Leech died." — Sheffield Independent 

StOPieS Of Old Renown: Tales of Knights and Heroes. 
By Ascott R. Hope. With 100 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s* 6c£ 

"A really fascinating book worthy of its telling title. There is, we venture to 
aay, not a dull page in the book, not a story which will not bear a second read- 
ing. "—Guardian. 
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BY ANNE BEALE. 



The Heiress of Courtleroy. By Anne Bbalb. With 8 

page Illustrations by T. C. H. Castle. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
olivine edges, 5s. 

Mimica, the heroine of this story, comes to England as an orphan, and 
is coldly received by her uncle, who makes her feel that she is a pensioner 
on his bounty. The girl has a brave nature, however, and she deals with 
his indifference to herself and his selfish treatment of his tenants at Court- 
leroy in a spirit of practical kindness. It is a difficult task which the girl 
has set herself, but at last she succeeds in saving the estate from ruin and 
reclaiming her uncle from the misanthropical disregard of his duties as a 
landlord. 



BY ROSA MULHOLLAND. 



Giannetta: A Girl's Story of Herself. By Rosa Kulholland. 

With 8 page Illustrations by Lockhaet Bogle. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"Giannetta is a true heroine— warm-hearted, self-sacrificing-, and, as all good 
women nowadays are, largely touched with the enthusiasm of humanity. One 

of the moat attractive gift-books of the season."— The Academy. 



BY HARRY COLLINGWOOD. 



The Pirate Island: A Story of the South Pacific. By 
Hakry Collingwood. With 8 page Pictures by C. J. Staniland 
and J. R. Wells. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

" A capital story of the sea ; indeed in our opinion the author is superior in some 
respects as a marine novelist to the better known Sir. Clark Russell. "—The Times. 

The LogT Of the ''Flying* Fish:" A Story of Aerial and 
Submarine Peril and Adventure. By Hahry Collingwood. With 
12 page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo } cloth 
elegant, olivine edges, Qs. 



a Ti 



The Flying Fish actually surpasses all Jules Verne's creations; with incred- 
ible speed she flies through the air, skims over the surface of the water, and darts 
along the ocean bed. We strongly recommend our school-boy friends to possess 
themselves of her log."— Athenaeum. 

The Congo Rovers: A Story of the Slave Squadron. By 
Harry Collingwood. With 8 page Illustrations by J. Schonberg. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"No better sea story has lately been written than the Congo Movers. It is as 
original as any boy could desire." — Morning Post 
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BY G. NORWAY. 



HUSSein the Hostage: Or, A Boy's Adventures in Persia. 
By Gr. Norway, With 8 page Illustrations by Johk Schonberg, 

Crown Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

M Hussein the Hostage is full of originality and vigour. The characters are life- 
like, there is plenty of stirring incident, the interest is sustained throughout, and 
every boy will enjoy following the fortunes of the hero, "— Journal of Education. 

The Loss of John Humble: What Led to It, and what 

Came of It. By G. Norway. With 8 page Illustrations by John 
Schonberg, Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"This story will place the author at once in the front rank. It is full of life 
and adventure. He is equally at home in his descriptions of life in Sweden and 
in the more stirring passages of wreck and disaster, and the interest of the story 
is sustained without a break from first to last"— Standard. 



BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE. 



Highways and High Seas: Cyril Harley's Adventures on 

both- By K Frankfort Moore. With 8 page Illustrations by 

Alfred Pearse. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"This is one of the best stories Mr- Moore has written, perhaps the very best 
The exciting adventures among highwaymen and privateers are sure to attract 
boys. ' '—Spectator. 

Under Hatches: Or, Ned Woodthorpe's Adventures. By F. 

Frankfort Moore. With 3 page Illustrations by A. Forestieb. 

Crown 8vOj cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s, 

"The story as a story is one that will just suit boys all the world over. The 
characters are well drawn and consistent; Patsy, the Irish steward, will be found 
especially amusing/ 1 — Schoolmaster. 



BY ALICE CORKRAN. 



Meg's Friend. By Alice Corkran. With 6 page Illustra- 
tions by Robert Fowler. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

"One of Miss Corkran *s charming books for girls, narrated in that simple 
and picturesque style which marks the authoress as one of the first amongst 
writera for young people."— The Spectator. 

Margery Merton'3 GirlhOOtL By Alice Corkran. With 

6 page Pictures by Gordon Browne- Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6rf. 

"Another book for girls we can warmly commend. There is a delightful 
piquancy in the experiences and trials of a young English girl who studies 
painting in Paris."— Saturday Review. 

Down the SnOW Stairs: Or, From Good-night to Goocl- 

morning. By Alice Corkran. With 60 Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne* Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 3*. 6d. 

"A fascinating wonder book for children/' — Athenaeum. 

U A eem of the first water, bearing upon every page the mark of genius. It is 
indeed a Little Pilgrim's Progress."— Christian Leader. 
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BY ANNIE E. ARMSTRONG. 



A Very Odd GiPh or, Life at the Gabled Farm. By Annie 
E. Armstrong. With 6 page Illustrations by S. T. Dadd. Crown 

8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. Qd. 

The heroine of this story is of French and English parentage, and this 
fact accounts to a great extent for her odd characteristics. Vera ia a 
bright, clever, lovable girl, however, and her experiences in an English 
farmhouse are exceedingly interesting. No doubt she gets both herself 
and her cousins into trouble, but in the end all the misunderstandings are 
explained, and the character of this odd girl is deepened and chastened. 

Three Bright Girls: A Story of Chance and Mischance. 
By Annie E. Armstrong. With 6 page Illustrations by W. Par- 
kinson. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6rf. 

"Among many good stories for girls this is undoubtedly one of the very best. 
The three girls whose portraits are so admirably painted are girls of earnest, 
practical, and business-like mood. Ever bright and cheerful, they influence other 
lives, and at last they come out of their trials and difficulties with honour to 

themselves and benefits to all about them."— Teachers' Aid. 



BY EDGAR PICKERING. 



All Old-Time Yarn: Wherein is set forth divers desperate 

mischances which befell Anthony Ingram and his shipmates in the 
West Indies and Mexico with Hawkins and Drake. By Edgar 
Pickering. Illustrated with 6 page Pictures drawn by Alfred 
Pearse. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. Qd. 

The hero of this yarn sails from Plymouth for the Spanish Main in the 
flag-ship of Master John Hawkins. Divers are the perils by sea and land 
through, which he passes. Chief of these are the destruction of the English 
ships by the treacherous Spaniards, the fight round the burning vessels 
the journey of the prisoners to the city of Mexico, tho horrors of the 
Inquisition, the sentence to death by fire, and the final escape to the coast 
and home to England. 

Silas Verney: A Tale of the Time of Charles II. By Edgar 

Pickering, With 6 page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 

"Wonderful as the adventures of Silas are, it must be admitted that they are 
very naturally worked out and very plausibly presented. Altogether this ia an 
excellent story for boys. "— Saturday Review. 

Brother and Sister: Or, The Trials of the Moore Family. 

By Elizabeth J. Lysaght. With 6 page Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d 

" A pretty story, and well told. The plot w cleverly constructed, and the moral 
ia excellent." — At'iencewn. 
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The Captured Cruiser: or, Two Years from Laud. By 
0. J. Hynb. With 6 page Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. Crown 
Svo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6rf. 

The central incidents in this realistic story of modern naval warfare deal 
with the capture, during the war between Chili and Peru, of an armed 
cruiser. The heroes and their companions break from prison in the harbour 
of Valparaiso, board this war-ship in the night, overpower the watch, escaj>e 
to sea under the fire of the forts, fight two torpedo boats, and finally, after 
marvellous adventures, lose the cruiser among the icebergs near Cape 
Horn. 

Afloat at Last: A Sailor Boy's Log of his Life at Sea. By 
John C. Hutchkson. With 6 page Illustrations by W. H. 

Ovbbknd. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. Gd. 

"As healthy and breezy a book as one could wish to put into the hands of 
a boy. "~A eademy. 

" A tale of seafaring life told with fire and enthusiasm, full of spirited incident 
and well-drawn character. "—Observer. 

Picked Up at Sea: Or, The Gold Miners of Minturne Creek. 

By J. C. Hutcheson. With 6 page Pictures. Cloth extra, 3s. 6& 

" The author's success with this book is so marked that it may well encourage him 
to further efforts. The description of mining life in the Far West is true and aeon- 
rate.' ' — Standard . 



Sir Walter's Ward: A Tale of the Crusades. By William 
Everard. With 6 page Illustrations by Walter Paget. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

" This book will prove a very acceptahle present either to boys or girls. Both 
alike will take an interest in the career of Dodo, in spite of his unheroic name, 
and follow him through his numerous and exciting adventures." — Academy. 

The Search for the Talisman: A story of Labrador. 

By Henry Fkith. With 6 page Illustrations by J. Schonberq. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3«. §d. 

" Mr. Frith's volume will be among those most read and highest valued. The 
adventures among seals, whales, and icebergs in Labrador will delight many a 
young reader," — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Reefer and Rifleman: A Tale of the Two Services. By 
J. Percy -Groves, late 27th Irmiskillings. Witb 6 page Illustra- 
tions by John SchoNberg. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6rf. 

"A good, old-fashioned, amphibious story of our fighting with the Frenchmen in 
the beginning of our century, witb a fair sprinkling of fun and frolic." — Times. 



Self-Exiled: A Story of the High Seas and East Africa. By 
J. A. Steuabt, With 6 page Illustrations by John Sohonbekg. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6tL 

"It is cram full of thrilling situations. The number of miraculous escapes 
from death in all its shapes which the hero experiences in the course of a few 
months must be sufficient to satisfy the most voracious appetite/' — Schoolmaster, 
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BY CAROLINE AUSTIN. 



Cousin Geoffrey and L By Caroline Austin. With 6 

page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6tf. 

"Miss Austin's story is bright, clever, and well developed." — Saturday Review* 
"A powerfully written ami realistic story of girl life. t , , The tone of the 
book is pure and good/'— Practical Teacher, 

Hugh Herbert's Inheritance, By Caroline Austin. 

With 6 page Illustrations by C. T. Garland. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 3s- 6rf. 

"Will please by its simplicity, its tenderness, and its healthy interesting 
motive. It is admirably written."— Scotsman. 



Storied Holidays: A Cycle of Red-letter Days. By E. S. 
Brooks. With 12 page Illustrations by Howard Pyle. Crown 

8vo, cloth elegant, 3#. 6t£. 
"It is a downright good book for a senior boy, and is eminently readable from 

first to last" — Schoolmaster. 

Chivalric Days: Stories of Courtesy and Courage in the 

Olden Times. By E. S. Brooks. With 20 Illustrations by 

Gordon Browne and other Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6tZ. 

"We have seldom come across a prettier collection of tales. These charming 
stories of boys and girls of olden days are no mere fictitious or imaginary sketches, 
but are real and actual records of their sayings and doings."— Literary World. 

Historic Boys: Their Endeavours, their Achievements, and 
their Times, By E. S. Brooks. With 12 page Illustrations by 
R. B. Birch and John Schonberg, Crown 8vo, cloth extra* 3s. 6d. 

"A wholesome book, manly in tone, its character sketches enlivened by brisk 
dialogue and high-class illustrations; altogether one that should incite boys to 
further acquaintance with those rulers of men whose careers are narrated. We 
advise teachers to put it on their list of prizes/* —Knowledge, 



Dr. Jolliffe'S Boys: A Tale of Weston School. By Lewis 

Hough. With 6 page Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6c?. 

** Young people who appreciate Torn Broum's Schuol-days will find this story a 
worthy companion to that fascinating book. There is the same manliness of tone, 
truthfulness of outline, avoidance of exaggeration and caricature, and healthy 
morality as characterized the masterpiece of Mr. Hughes.' 1 — Neioca&tle Journal. 



The Bubbling* Teapot. A Wonder Story. By Mrs. L. W. 

Chamfnet. With 12 page Pictures by Walter Satterlee. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6tf. 

"Very literally a 'wonder story/ and a wild and fanciful one. Nevertheless 
it is made realistic enough, and there is a good deal of information to be gained 
from it. The steam from the magic teapot huhbles up into a girl, and the little 
girl, when the fancy takes her, can cry herself back into a teapot. Transformed 
and enchanted she makes the tour of the globe. "—The Times, 
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Laugh and Learn: The Easiest Book of Nursery Lessons 
and Nursery Games. By Jennett Humphreys. Profusely Illus- 
trated. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 

" Latigh and Learn instructs and amuses; it is the very book for a wet day 
in the nursery, for besides solid instruction, admirably given,, it contains number- 
less games and contrivances, with useful and amusing illustrations. The musical 
drill is remarkably good- 1 '— Aihenrnvm. 

"One of the best books of the kind imaginable^ full of practical teaching iu 
word and picture, and helping the little ones pleasantly along a right royal road 
to learning/'— Graphic. 

"Every mother of children should have Laugh and Learn, and go through 
with them the excellent course it contains." — Journal of Education. 



BY MARY C. ROWSELL. 



Thorndyke Manor: A Tale of Jacobite Times. By Mary 
C. Rowskll. With 6 page Illustrations by L. Leslie Brooke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 

" It is a good story, with plenty of 'go' in it." — Times. 

"Miss Eowsell has never written a more attractive book than Thorndyke 
Manor. "—Belfast Hews- Letter. 

TraitOP Or Patriot? A Tale of the Rye-House Plot. By 

Mary C. Kowsell. With 6 page Pictures by C. O. Murray and 

C. J. Staniland, b.i. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. &d. 

" Here the Rye-House Plot serves as the groundwork for a romantic love epi- 
sode, whose true characters are lifelike beings, not dry sticks as in many historic 
cal tales. "—Graphic. 

Silver Mill: A Tale of the Don Valley. By Mrs. B. H. Read. 
With 6 page Illustrations by John Schonberg. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 3s. 6cJ. 

"A good girl's story-hook. The plot is interesting, and the heroine, Ruth, a 
lady by birth, though brought up in a humble station, well deserves the more 
elevated position in which the end of the book leaves \ier." —Saturday Review. 

Dora: Or, A Girl without a Home. By Mrs. E. H. Read. With 

6 page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6rf. 

'* It is no slight thing, in an age of rubbish, to get a story so pure and healthy 
as this." — The Academy. 



Life's Daily Ministry: A Story of Everyday Service for 

Others. By Mrs. E. R Pitman. With 4 page Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

"Shows exquisite touches of a master hand. She depicts in graphic outline 
the characteristics of the beautiful and the good in life." — Christian Union. 

My Governess Life: Or, Earning my Living. By Mrs. E. 

R. Pitman. With 4 page Illustrations. Cloth extra, 3s. Qd. 
** Full of sound teaching and bright examples of character."— S.S. Chronicle. 
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BLACKIE'S NEW THREE-SHILLING SERIES, 

Beautifully Illustrated and Handsomely Bound. 



Patience Wins: or, "War in the "Works. By George Man- 

ville Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 

" Mr. Fenn has never hit upon a happier plan than in writing thi3 story of 
Yorkshire factory life. The whole book is all aglow with life, the scenes varying 
continually with kaleidoscopic rapidity."— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Mother Carey*S Chicken: Her Voyage to the Unknown 
Isle. By G. Manville Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations by A. 
Forestier. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 

" Undoubtedly one of the best Mr. Fenn has written. The incidents are of 
thrilling interest, while the characters are drawn with a care and completeness 
rarely found in a boys' book. The illustrations are exceptionally good." — Liter- 
ary World. 

The Missing Merchantman. By Harry Collingwood. 

With 6 page Illustrations by W. H. Overend. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 

" One of the author's best sea stories. The hero is as heroic as any boy could 
desire, and the ending is extremely happy."— British Weekly. 

The Rover's Secret: A Tale of the Pirate Cays and Lagoons 

of Cuba. By Harry Collingwood. With 6 page Illustrations by 

W. C. Symons. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 

" The Rover's Secret is by far the best sea story we have read for years, and is 
certain to give unalloyed pleasure to boys. The illustrations are fresh and 
vigorous. " — Saturday Review. 

The Wigwam and the War-path: Stories of the Red 

Indians. By Ascott R. Hope. With 6 page Illustrations. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 

"Is notably good. It gives a very vivid picture of life among the Indians, 
which will delight the heart of many a schoolboy." — Spectator. 

Perseverance Island: or, The Kobinson Crusoe of the 19th 
Century. By Douglas Frazau. With 6 page Illustrations. Nezv 

Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 

"This is an interesting story, written with studied simplicity of style, much in 
.jefoe's vein of apparent sincerity and scrupulous veracity; while for practical 
instruction it is even better than Robinson Crusoe." — Illustrated London News. 

Girl Neighbours: or, The Old Fashion and the New. By 
Sarah Tytler. With 6 page Illustrations by C. T. Garland. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 

" One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Miss Sarah Tytler's stories. 
Girl Neighbours is very healthy, very agreeable, and very well written." — The 
Sjpecta tor. 
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BLACKIE'S HALF-CROWN SERIES. 

Illustrated by eminent Artists, In crown 8vo, cloth elegant 



A ROUgh Road: or, How the Boy Made a Man of Himself. 
By Mr& G. Linnaeus Banks. Illustrated by Alfred Pearse. 

Robert Wallis suffered from the old, mistaken belief that by hard flog- 
ging a boy could be made a scholar. His father, who was a schoolmaster, 
carried this severe form of discipline to such lengths that the lad ran 
away, and maintained himself by selling needles from place to place. It 
was a rough road he had chosen, but he ultimately succeeded in making a 
man of himself by honesty, industry, and perseverance. 

The TWO Dorothys; A Tale for Girls. By Mrs. Herbert 
Martin. Illustrated by Gordon Browne. 

In this stoiy the shy, dreamy, unselfish Dorothy Heriot comes to live 
with her great-aunt, the other Dorothy, at Hampstead. This old lady 
ia kind enough in her own way, but her discipline is unsympathetic, and 
she has fits of harsh temper in which she is unjust to the sensitive girl. 
But the younger Dorothy's loving, unselfish nature wins upon the proud 
old lady, and the end is happiness and mutual helpfulness. 

Penelope and the Others: A Story of Five Country 
Children. By Amy Walton. Illustrated by L. Leslie Brooke, 

A pleasant narrative of the sayings, doings, and adventures of five coun- 
try children. It tells how the boys found buried gold in the old Roman 
camp, and how the girls discovered hid treasure in the person of little 
"Kettles," It is a charming record of the everyday affairs of lovable, 
interesting, and well-mannered children. 

A CPUise in ClOUdland. By Henry Frith. Illustrated 
by W. S. Stagey. 

The hero of this story is carried out to sea in a balloon, and after a time 
of strange experience and terrible anxiety he comes to earth again on an 
island in the Atlantic, Here the unfortunate lad lives with the inhabitants 
until he is rescued by an English yacht, the owner of which sails for Con- 
stantinople. The lad then accompanies his benefactor to Bulgaria, and 
takes an exciting part in the famous siege of Plevna, 

Marian and Dorothy: or, The Abbey Grange. By Annie 
E. Armstrong. Illustrated by L. Leslie Brooke. 

"This is distinctively a book lor girls. It contains a bright wholesome story, 
with the useful morals of industry and forgiveness of injuries. The book is 
decidedly to be commeMeci,* 1 — Academy. 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES-Oontinued. 



Stimson's Reef: A Tale of Adventure. By C. J. Hyne. 

Illustrated by W. S. Stacey. 
" Few stories come within hailing distance of Stimson's Reef in the matter of 

startling incidents and hairbreadth 'scapes. In these respects it may almost vie 
with Mr. It. L. Stevenson's matchless Treasure Island."— Guardian. 

Gladys Anstruther: or, The Young Stepmother. By Louisa 

Thompson. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend. 
" It is a clever book, and some of the passages in the narrative are novel and 

striking in the highest degree." — Schoolmistress . 

The Secret of the Old House. By Evelyn Everett- 

Gbebn. 

"Tim, the little Jacobite who asks his grandmother if she can remember 
Charles T., is a charming creation. So original a child as Tim must win the 
hearts of all who read the pleasant tale." — Academy. 

Hal HungerfOPd. By J. R. Hutchinson, b.a. 

"There is no question whatever as to the spirited manner in which the story is 
told ; the death of the mate of the smuggler by the teeth of the dog is especially 
effective. Altogether, Hal Hungerford is a distinct literary success."— Spectator. 

The Golden Weathercock. By Julia Goddard. 

"A cleverly conceived quaint story, in which the gulden cock on the church 
spire is the recipient of enchanting stories of enchanted people and places. Full of 
pretty and ingenious ideas, prettily and ingeniously written/'— Saturday Review. 

White Lilac: Or, The Queen of the May. By Amy Walton. 

"Every here and there we are reminded of Mrs. Tulliver and Sister Pullet in 
the quaint dialogue of the story, . t , Every rural parish ought to add White 
Lilac to its library."— Academy. 

Miriam's Ambition. By Evelyn Everett-Green. 

"Miss Green's children are real British boys and girls, not small men and 
women. Babs is a charming little one."— Liverpool Msrcury t 

The Brig "Audacious/' By Alan Cole. 

" Bright and vivacious in style, and fresh and wholesome as a breath of sea air 

in tone." — Court Journal. 

The Saucy May. By Henry Frith. 

" Mr. Frith gives a new picture of life on the ocean wave which will be acceptable 
to all young people-"— Sheffield Independent. 

Jasper's Conquest, By Elizabeth J. Lysagiit. 

" One of the best boys' books of the season. It is full of stirring adventure and 
startling episodes, and yet conveys a splendid moral throughout."— Schoolmaster, 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



Little Lady Clare. By Evelyn Everett-Green. 

"Certainly one of the prettiest, reminding us in its quaintness and tender 
pathos of Mrs, Ewiiik s delightful tales. This is quite one of the best stories Miss 
Green's clever pen has yet given us."— Literary World, 

The Eversley Secrets, By Evelyn Everett-Green. 

11 A clever and well-told story. Roy Eversley is a very touching picture of high 
principle and unshrinking self-devotion in a good purpose." — Gvt&rdian. 

The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds. By G. Stables, r.n. 

"Pirates and pumas, mutiny and merriment, a castaway and a cat, furnish 
the materials for a tale that will gladden the heart of many a bright boy"— 
Methodist Recorder. 

Sturdy and Strong, By a a. henty. 

" The history of a hero of everyday life, whose love of truth, clothing of 
modesty, and innate pluck carry him, naturally, from poverty to affluence- He 
stands as a good instance of chivalry in domestic lite."— The Empire, 

Gutta-Percha Willie, The Working Genius. By George 
Mac Donald. 

" Had we space we would fain quote page after page. All we have room to say 
Is, get it for your boys and girls to read for themselves/' — Practical Teacher. 

The War Of the Axe: Or, Adventures in South Africa. By 
J. Percy-Groves. 

**The story of their final escape from the Caffres is a marvellous bit of writing. 
* * . The story is weU and brilliantly told. 11 — Literary World. 

The Lads of Little Clayton. By r. Stead. 

"A capital book for boys. They will learn from its pages what true boy cour- 
age is. They will learn further to avoid all that is petty and mean if they read 
the tales aright. They may be read to a class with g^eat profit." — Schoolmaster, 

Ten Boys who lived on the Road from Long Ago to Now. 

By Jank Andrews. With 20 Illustrations. 

** The idea of this book is a very happy one, and is admirably carried out We 
have followed the whole course of the work with exquisite pleasure. Teachers 

should find it particularly interesting ami suggestive.'— Practical Teacher, 

A Waif Of the Sea: Or, The Lost Found. By Kate Wood. 

"Written with tenderness and grace, the story will appeal to mothers who 
have felt the pain of being parted from their children, as powerfully as to the 
hearts and sympathies of younger readers/' — Morning Advertiser. 

Winnie's Secret: A Story of Faith and Patience. By Kate 
Wood. 

"One of the best story-books we have read. Girls will be charmed with the 
tale, and delighted that everything turns out so well"— Schoolmaster. 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



Miss WillOWbUPn'S Offer. By Sarah Doudney. 

"Patience Willowburn is one of Miss Doudney's best creations, and is the one 
personality in the story which can be said to give it the character of a book not 
for young ladies but for girls."— Spectator. 

A Garland for Girls. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

"The Garland will delight our girls, and show them how to make their Uvea 
fragrant with good deeds. "—British Weekly. 

"These little tales are the beau ideal of girls' stories."— Christian World. 

Hetty Gray: Or, Nobody's Bairn. By Rosa Mulholland. 

"A charming story for young folks. Hetty is a delightful creature— piquant, 
tender, and true— and her varying fortunes are perfectly realistic." — World. 

Brothers in Arms: A Story of the Crusades. By F. Bay- 
ford Harrison. 

"Full of striking incident, is very fairly illustrated, and may safely be chosen as 
sure to prove interesting to young people of both sexes." — Guardian. 

The Ball Of Fortune: Or, Ned Somerset's Inheritance. By 
Charles Pearce. 

"A capital story for boys. It is simply and brightly written. There is plenty 
of incident, and the interest is sustained throughout."— Journal of Education. 

Miss Fenwiek's Failures: Or, "Peggy Pepper-Pot." By 

Esme Stuart. 

"Esm^ Stuart may be commended for producing a girl true to real life, who 
will put no nonsense into young heads."— Graphic. 

Gytha'S Message: A Tale of Saxon England. By Emma 
Leslie. 

"This is a charmingly told story. It is the sort of book that all girls and some 
boys like, and can only get good from."— Journal of Education. 

Jack 0' Lanthom: A Tale of Adventure. By Henry Frith. 

"The narrative is crushed full of stirring incident, and is sure to be a prime 
favourite with our boys, who will be assisted by it in mastering a sufficiently 
exciting chapter in the history of England."— Christian Leader. 

The Family Failing-. By Darley Dale. 

"At once an amusing and an interesting story, and a capital lesson on the 
value of contentedness to young and old alike." —Aberdeen Journal. 

My MistreSS the Queen: A Tale of the 17th Century. By 
M. A. Paull. 

" The style is pure and graceful, the presentation of manners and character 
has been well studied, and the story is full of interest. "—Scotsman. 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



The Stories of Wasa and Menzikoff: The Deliverer of 

Sweden, and the Favourite of Czar Peter. 

" Both are stories worth telling move than once, and it is a happy thought to 
have put them side by side/'— Spectator. 

Stories of the Sea in Former Days. 

"Next to an original sea-tale of sustained interest come well-sketched collec- 
tions of maritime peril and suffering which awaken the sympathies by the realism 
of fact. States of the Sea are a very good specimen of the kind/'^The Times. 

Tales of Captivity and Exile. 

"It would be difficult to place in the hands of young people a book which 
combines interest and instruction in a higher degree/ 1 — Manchester Courier, 

Famous Discoveries by Sea and Land. 

"Such a volume may providentially stir up some youths by the divine fire 
kindled by these 'great of old' to lay open other lands/'— Perth Advertiser. 

Stirring: Events of History. 

"The volume will fairly hold its place among those which make the smaller 
ways of history pleasant and attractive,"— Guardian. 

Adventures in Field, Flood, and Forest. 

"The editor has beyond all guestion succeeded admirably- The present hook 
cannot fail to be read with interest and advantage/'— Academy. 



BLACKIE'S TWO-SHILLING SERIES. 

Illustrated by eminent Artists. In crown 8vo } cloth elegant* 



An Unexpected Hero. By Eliz. j, Lysaght. illustra- 
tions by S, T. Dadd. 

There is a boy in this story who has been sent from home in disgrace 
because of his troublesome practical jokes. He is a good-hearted lad, 
however, and unexpectedly proves himself a hero by reselling his sister 
from a burning house. The girl who tells the story is herself a most in- 
teresting character. 

The Bushranger's Secret. By Mm Henry Clarke, M.A. 

Illustrated by W. S. Stacey. 

In this story of Australian life the hero is tempted to appropriate the 
hidden booty of a bushranger, who has died and left the youth with the 
secret of its whereabouts. In searching for this buried gold retribution 
overtakes him, and after terrible misadventures in the bush he restores the 
booty to it-8 rightful owners. 
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES— Continued. 



The White Squall: A Story of the Sargasso Sea. By John 

C. Hutciieson. With 3 page Illustrations. New Edition. 

"This is a capital story. The descriptions of scenery and places, and especially 
of the changes of calm and tempest, are lifelike and vivid. Boys will find it 
difficult to lay down the book till they have got to the end."— Standard. 

The Wreck of the "Nancy Bell:" or, Cast Away on 

Kerguelen Land. By John C- Hutoiieson. With 3 page Illus- 
trations, New Edition. 

"Well deserves popularity, for while the narrative is full of excitement and in* 
terest, it cannot fail to stimulate a love of enterprise and adventure, develop 
resource, and encourage independence and manliness of character." — Academy. 

The Joyous Story Of Toto. By Laura E> Richards. 

With 30 Humorous Illustrations by E- H. Garrett, 

** A very delightful book for children, which deserves to find a place in every 
nursery/' — Lady's Pictorial. 

"It should take its place beside Lewis Carroll's unique works, and find a special 
place in the affections of boys and girls."— Birminghayn Gazette. 

The Lonely Pyramid. By J. H. Yoxall. 

"There is only the record of one week's wanderings ; but it is an exceedingly full 
week — full of wild surprises and marvels. The Pyramid alone is a fascinating 
invention, and the 'lost oasis of the vision on the sand' is even more delightful." 
^Saturday Revieiv. 

Bab: or, The Triumph of Unselfishness, By Ismay Thorn, 

"Bab is a capital story for children, who will be much amused by the picture 
on the cover of the worthy doll Jocasta. 1 '— Athenanim. 

Climbing 1 the Hill, and other Stories. By Annie S. Swan. 

"Miss Annie Swan's children are children, and not old people masquerading in 
children's attire. This volume of tales is made up of just the kind of iucidente 
of which children love to read/*— Christian Leader. 

Brave and True, and other Stories. By Gregson Gow. 

" This is one of those very few volumes which are adapted for reading aloud to 
children in the nursery." — Spectator. 

The Light Princess, By George Mac Donald. 

14 Graceful, fantastic, delicately didactic in its playfulness, this volume is likely 
to give as much pleasure to the elder folk as to the younger/'— Daily News. 

Nutbrown Roger and L By J. h. Yoxall. 

"The pictures of manners is perfect, the excitement, of the healthiest kind, 
goes on increasing to the last. Ft is one of the very best and most delightful 
story-books of theseason."— Tablet 

Warner's Chase : Or, The Gentle Heart. By Annie S. Swan. 

"In Milly Warren, the heroine, who softens the hard heart of her rich uncle, 
and thus unwittingly restores the family fortunes, we have a fine ideal of real 
womanly goodness." — Schoolmaster. 
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES— Continued. 



Sam Silvan's Sacrifice. By Jesse Colman. 



« 



There is a spirit of gentleness, kindliness, and tenderness manifest in every 
page of this volume, which will make it an influence for good/* — Christian Union. 

Insect Ways On Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field, 
and Stream* By Jennett Humphreys* With 70 Illustrations. 

"This book will prove not only instructive but delightful to every child whose 
mind is beginning to inquire and reflect upon the wonders of nature. It is 
capitally illustrated and very tastefully hound/' — Academy. 

Susan, By Amy Walton* 

"A clever little story, written with some humour. The authoress shows a 
great deal of insight into children's feelings and motives/'— Pall Mall Gazette. 

A Pair Of ClOgS. By Amy Walton. 

"Decidedly interesting, and unusually true to nature. For children between 

nine and fourteen this book can be thoroughly commended/'— Academy 

The Hawthorns. By Amy Walton. 

"A remarkably vivid and clever study of child-life. At this species of work 
Amy Walton has no superior/ 1 — Christ ia n Leader. 

DOPOthy'S Dilemma. By Caroline Austin. 

"An exceptionally well-told story, and will be warmly welcomed by children. 
The little heroine, Dorothy, is a charming creation/'— Court Journal. 

Marie's Home. By Caroline Austin. 

"An exquisitely told story. The heroine is as fine a type of girlhood as one 
conld wish to set before our little British damsels of to-day/'— Christian Leader. 

A Warrior King 1 . By J. Evelyn. 

"The friendship formed between the African Prince and Adrian Englefleld will 
remind the reader of the old story of the * wonderful love' which existed long ago 
when Jonathan and David made a coven mt "—Dundee Advertiser. 

Aboard the "Atalanta*" By Henry Frith. 

"The story is very interesting and the descriptions most graphic. We doubt 
if any boy after reading it would be tempted to the great mistake of running 
away from school under almost any pretext whatever/' — Practical Teacher. 

The Penang* Pirate. By John c. Hutcheson. 

"A book which boys will thoroughly enjoy; rattling, adventurous, and romantic, 
and the stories are thoroughly healthy in tone."— Aberdeen Journal 

Teddy: The Story of a "Little Pickle." By John C. Hutcheson. 

"He is an amusing little fellow with a rich fund of animal spirits, and when at 
length he goes to sea with Uncle Jack he speedily sobers down under the discip- 
line of life."— Saturday Review, 

A Rash Promise- By Cecilia Selijy Lowndes. 

"A carefully told story; and Meg Clifford is a delightful and natural little girl/ 
— Spectator, 
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES— Continued. 



Linda and the Boys. By Cecilia Selby Lowndes. 

" The book is essentially a child's book, and will be heartily appreciated by the 
young folk."— The Academy. 

SwiSS Stories for Children* From the German of Madam 
Johanna SrYRi. By Lucy Wheelock. 

"Charming stories. They are rich in local colouring, and, what is better, in 
genuine pathos/ 1 — The Times. 

The Squire's Grandson: A Devonshire Story. By J. M. 
Call well. 

"The lessons of courage, filial affection, and devotion to duty on the part of the 
young hero cannot fail to favourably impress all young readers/' — Schoolmaster. 

Magna Charta Stories. Edited by Arthur Oilman, a.m. 

"A book of special excellence, which ought to be in the hands of all boys/' — 
Educational News. 

The WingS Of Courage ; and The Cloud - Spinner. 
Translated from the French of George Sand, by Mrs. Corkran. 

"Mrs. Corkran has earned our gratitude by translating into readable English these 
two charming little stories/'— Athenwum* 

Chirp and Chatter: Or, Lessons from Field and Tree. 

By Alice Banks. With 54 Illustrations by Gordon Browne, 

"We see the humbling influence of love on the haughty harvest-mouse, we are 
touched by the sensibility of the tender-hearted ant, and may profit by the moral 
of * the disobedient maggot,' The drawings are spirited and funny," — The Times. 

Four Little Mischiefs. By Rosa Mulhollakd. 

" Graphically written, and abounds in touches of genuine humour and innocent 
fun/'— Freeman. *' A charming bright story about real children."— Watchman* 

New Light through Old Windows. By Gregson Gow. 

**The most delightfully-written little stories one can easily find in the literature 
of the season. Well constructed and brightly told/'— Glasgow Herald. 

Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By Thomas Archer, 

14 We can warmly commend all three stories; the book is a most alluring prize 
for the younger ones."— Schoolmaster. 

Naughty Miss Bunny. By Clara Mulholland. 

"This naughty child ia positively delightful. Papas should not omit Naughty 
Miss Bunny from their list of juvenile presents/' — Land and Water. 

Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-tO-be. By Alice Corkran. 

"Simply a charming book for little girls."— Saturday Review. 

"Just in the style and spirit to win the heartB of children."— Daily, New. 



SLACKIE & SON'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 27 



Our Dolly: Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. K. H. Read. 2a 

" Prettily told and prettily illustrated," — Guardian. 

Faipy Fancy: What she Heard and Saw. By Mrs. Read. 2a. 

"All is pleasant, nice reading, with a little knowledge of natural history and 
other matters gently introduced. "—Practical Teacher. 



BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES 

With Illustrations. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 



Phil and his Father. By Ismay Thorn. 

The father of Phil is a widowor, who proposes to many a second time. 
The boy, however, resents this arrangement at first, but by the kindness 
and forbearance of his proposed stepmother all his ill-natured displeasure 
is dispelled, and the former comfortless home is made happy. 

Prim's Story, By L. E. Tiddehan. 

In her story Miss Prim tells what a foolish little girl she used to be. 
Her chief faults were to insist on always having her own way, and to be 
somewhat prim and priggish in her treatment of others. She was cured 
of these faults by the kindness and good sense of "the new nurse. 1 ' 

Littlebourne Lock. By F. Bayford Harrison. 

- *I would like you all, big and little, to read the story of Juliet, the London 
waif, out of whose life poverty and want had pinched all sweetness and bright- 
ness, who was taken to a little lock-house by the side of our beautiful river, the 
Thames, ami turned out to be a regular 'brick of a girl- 1 "—Pall Mall Budget 

Wild Meg and Wee Dickie. By Mary E. Hopes, 

"A study of life in the slums, vivid, powerful, and unutterably sad, yet riot 

without hope- Meg's keen sense of humour helps her greatly, and her indomit- 
able spirit enables her to raise herself and the little lad she has saved out of the 
depths into pleasant and honourable v/&yz"~Athenceum t 

Grannie. A Story by Elizabeth J. Ltsaght. 

"The tale is prettily told, and the contrast drawn between the two girls who 
are thrown together is very effective. The story, pathetic though it be, is true to 
UfG*"~2fottitigkam Guardian, 

The Seed She Sowed: A Tale of the Great Dock Strike. By 
Emma Leslie. 

"A very true picture of the life and pain and pathos of outcast London."— Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Unlucky: A Fragment of a Girl's Life, By Caroline Austin. 

"The heroine is a finely-drawn character. Through much domestic difficulty 
at the hands of a stepmother, she holds on in the right path, and exhibits a self- 
sacrificing nature that all would do well to copy/'— Teachers 1 Aid. 

Everybody's Business. By Ismay Thorn. 

"One of Ismay Thorn's delightful children's books. The story is simply and 
cleverly written, and doubly attractive by ending so happily/*— Saturday Review. 
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BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES— Continued. 



Tales of Daring and Danger. By a A. Hkntt. 

"Mr. Henty's heroes are brave and upright, quick and keen, and their doings 
make capital reading for boys." — AthencBttm. 

4t * White-Faced Dick' is a sketch worthy of Bret Harte at his best Just the 
sort of tales to read aloud by the fireside on a winter's night"— Pract Teacher. 

Yarns on the Beach. By G. a. Henty. 

"Should find special favour among boys. The yarns are full of romance and 
adventure, and are admirably calculated to foster a manly spirit/*— Th& Echo. 

The Seven Golden Keys. By James E. Arnold. 

"No better fairy book than this has come our way for a long time, It is written 
with singular grace and skill; so perfect is the illusion, no child will doubt for 
a moment that it is all a true story."— Christian Leader, 

The Story of a Queen. By Mart C. Kowsell. 

"Miss Bowsell is an excellent story-teller; she is especially successful in 
historical tales; her chronicle of Marie and her trials is thrilling- " — Guardian. 

Joan's Adventures, At the North Pole and Elsewhere. By Alice 

CORKRAN, 

"This is a most delightful fairy story. The charming style and easy prose 
narrative makes its resemblance striking to Hans Andersen's/' — Spectator. 

Edwy : Or, Was He a Coward? By Annette Lyster. 

"This is a charming story, and sufficiently varied to suit children of all ages/ 

— The Academy. 

Filled with Gold. By Jennie Perrett. 

" The tale is interesting, and gracefully told. Miss Perrett's description of life 
on the quiet Jersey farm will have a great charm/' — Spectator. 

The Battlefield Treasure. By F. Bayford Harrison. 

"Jack Warren is a lad of the Tom Brown type, and his search for treasure and 
the sequel are sure to prove interesting to boys." — English Teacher. 

By Order of Queen Maude. By Louisa Crow. 

"The tale is brightly and cleverly told, and forms one of the best children's 
books which the season has produced,"— Academy. 

Our General : A Story for Girls. By Elizabeth J. LyaAGHT. 

"A young girl of indomitable spirit, to whom all instinctively turn for guid- 
ance—a noble pattern for girls/' — Guardian. 

Aunt Hesba's Charge. By Elizabeth J. Lysaght. 

"This well-written book tells how a maiden aunt is softened by the influence 
of two Indian children who are unexpectedly left upon her hands."— Academy. 

Into the Haven. By Annie S. Swan. 

" No story more attractive, by reason of its breezy freshness, as well as for the 
practical lessons it conveys. "'—Christian Leader, 
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OUP Frank : and other Stories- By Amy Walton. 

"These stories are of the sort that children of the clever kind are sure to like/' 
—A cade my. 

The Late Miss Hollingford. By Rosa Mulholland. 

"No book for girls published this season approaches this in the charm of Its 
telling, which will be equally appreciated by persons of all ages." — Standard. 

The Pedlar and His Dog. By Mary c. Rowsell. 

** The opening chapter, with its description of Nectoo Fair, will forcibly remind 
many readers of George Eliot. Taken altogether it is a delightful story. "— 
Western Morning News, 

A Terrible Coward. By a Manville Fenn. 

4t Just such a tale as boys will delight to read, and as they are certain to profit 
by."— Aberdeen Journal. 

Tom Finch's Monkey: and other Yarns, By J. C. Hutcheson. 

"Stories of an altogether unexceptionable character, with adventures sufficient 
for a dozen books of its size."— If. Service Gazette, 

Miss Grantley's Girls. By Thomas Archer. 

"For fireside reading more wholesome and highly entertaining reading for young 
people could not be found/'— Northern Chronicle. 

Down and Up Again. By Gregson Gow. 

"The story is very neatly told, with some fairly dramatic incidents, and cal- 
culated altogether to please young people," — Scotsman. 

The Troubles and Triumphs of Little Tim. A City Story 

By Gbegson Gow. 

"An undercurrent of sympathy with the struggles of the poor, and an ability 
to describe their feelings, eminently characteristic of Dickens, are marked fea* 
tures in Mr. Gow's story,"— N. B. Mail. 

The Happy Lad : A Story of Peasant Life in Norway. From the 
Norwegian of Bjornson. 

" This pretty story has natural eloquence which seems to carry us back to some 
of the love stories of the Bible/'— Aberdeen Free Press. 

The Patriot Martyr: and other Narratives of Female Heroism. 

" It should be read with interest by every girl who loves to learn what her sex 
can accomplish in times of danger."— Bristol Times. 

Madge's Mistake. By Annie E. Armstrong. 

" We cannot speak too highly of this delightful little tale. It abounds in 
interesting and laughable incidents/ 1 — Bristol Times. 

BOX Of Stories. Packed for Young Folk by Horace HAPPTMAN. 

When I was a Boy in China. By Yan Phou Lee. 

"Has been written not only by a Chinaman, but by a man of culture. Hia 
book is as interesting: to adults as it is to children/'— The Guardian, 
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The Lost Dog, and other Stories. 
By Ascott R. Hope. 

The Rambles of Three Children. 

By UERALDINH M0CKLER, 

A Council of Courtiers. By Cora 
Langton. 



A Parliament of Pickles. By Cora 

LANOTON. 

Sharp Tommy: A Story for Boys ami 

Girls. By £. J. Lysaght. 

The Strange Adventures of Nell, 
Eddie, and Toby. By Geraldine 

MUCKLKR. 

Freda's Folly. By M. S. Haycraft. 

Philip Danford : A Story of School 
Life. By Julia Goddard. 

The Youngest Princess. By Jennie 

CHAI'PELL. 

Arthur's Temptation. By Emma 

LESLIE. 

A Change for the Worse. By M. 

Harriet M. Capes. 

Our Two Starlings. By Christian 

Mr. Lipseombe's Apples. By Julia 
Goddard. 

Gladys : Or, The Sister's Charge. By 
£. O'Byrne. 

A Gypsy against Her Will. By 
Emma Leslie. 

The Castle on the Shore. By Isa- 
bel liORNIBKOOK. 

An Emigrant Boy's Story. By 

Ascott K. Hope. 

Jock and his Friend. By Cora 

Langton. 

John a' Dale. By Mary C. Rowsell. 

In the Summer Holidays. By Jen- 

nett Humphreys. 

How the Strike Began. By Emma 

Leslie. 

Tales from the Russian of Madame 
Kubalensky. By G. Jennek. 

Cinderella's Cousin. By Penelope. 

Their New Home. By A. a Fenn. 

Janie's Holiday. By C. Redford. 



A Boy Musician: or, The Young Days 

of Mozart. 

Hatto's Tower. By M. C. Rowsell. 
Fairy Lovebairn's Favourites. 
Alf Jetsam. By Mrs. Geo. Cupples. 
The Redfords. By Mrs. G. Cupples. 

Missy. By F. Bayford Harrison. 
Hidden Seed. By Exxa Leslie. 

Ursula's Aunt. By Annie s. Fenn. 

Jack's Two Sovereigns. By Annie 

8. Fenn, 

A Little Adventurer. By Gregson 

GOW. 

Olive Mount. By Annie 3. fenn. 
Three Little Ones. By C. Langton. 
Tom Watkins' Mistake. By Emma 

Leslie. 

Two Little Brothers. By M. Har- 
riet M. Capes. 

The New Boy at Merriton. By 

Julia Goddard. 

The Children of Haycombe. By 

Annie S. Fenn. 

The Cruise of the "Petrel." By 
F. to. Holmes. 

The Wise Princess. ByM. Harriet 

31. t-Ai'ES. 

The Blind Boy of Dresden and 

his Sister. 

Jon of Iceland : A Story of the Far 
Jfortli. 

Stories from Shakespeare. 

Every Man in his Place. 

Fireside Fairies and Flower 
Fancies. 

To the Sea in Ships. 

Jack's Victory: Stories about Dogs. 

Story of a King. By one of hia Sol- 
diers. 

Prince Alexis: or, Old Russia. 

Little Daniel : A Story of a Flood on 

the Rhine. 

Sasha the Serf: Stories of Russian 
Life. 

True Stories of Foreign History. 



BLACK1E & SON'S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN. 
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THE NINEPENNY SERIES OF BOOKS FOR 

CHILDREN. 

F'cap 8vo, Illustrated, and neatly bound in cloth extra. 



Little Miss Masterful. By L. E. 

TlDDE.MAN. 

A Sprier of Honeysuckle: A Story 

of Eppiug Forest. By GEORCUNA 
M. SQUIRE. 

An Australian Childhood. By Ellen 
Campbell. 



Kitty Carroll. By L. E. Tiddema*. 

A Joke for a Picnic. By W. L. 

ROOPER. 

Cross Purposes, and The Sha- 
dows. By tiEORGE .Mac Donald. 

Patty's Ideas, and What Came of 
Them. By L. E. Tiddeman. 

Daphne: A Story of Self-conquest. 
By E. O'Byrne. 

Lily and Rose in One. By Cecilia 
S. Lowndes. 

Crowded Out: or, The Story of Lil'a 

Patience. By M. B. Manwell. 

Tom in a Tangle. By T. Sparrow. 

Things will Take a Turn. By 

Beatrice Hauhaden. 

Max or Baby. By Tsmay Tiiorn. 
The Lost Thimble. By Mrs. Mus- 

GRAVE. 

Jack-a-Dandy. By E. J. Lysaght. 

A Day of Adventures. By Char- 
lotte Wyatt. 

The Golden Plums. By Francis 
Clare. 



The Queen of Squats, By Isabel 

IIoRNIBROOK. 

Shucks. By Emma Leslie. 

Sylvia Brooke. By M. Harriet M. 

Ca PES. 

The Little Cousin. By A. S. Fenn. 
In Cloudland. By Mrs. Musqrave. 

Jack and the Gypsies. By Kate 

Wood. 

Hans the Painter. By Mart C. 

BOWS ELL. 



Little Troublesome. 

HuKNIUROOK. 



By Isabel 



My Lady May: and One Other Story. 

By Harriet boultwood. 
A Little Hero. By Mrs. Musgrave. 

Prince Jon's Pilgrimage. By 

Jessie Fleming. 

Harold's Ambition : or, A Dream of 

Fume. By Jennie Perrett. 

Sepperl the Drummer Boy. By 
Mary C. Rowsell. 



Aboard the Mersey, 

George Cupples. 



By Mrs. 



A Blind Pupil. By Annie S. fenn. 

By Mrs. Carl 



Lost and Found. 

Roth eh. 

Fisherman Grim. 

ROWSELL. 



By MARY C. 



"The same good character pervades all these books. They are admirably 
adapted for the young. The lessons deduced are such as to mould children's 
minds in a good groove. We cannot too highly commend them for their excel- 
lence." — Schoolmistress, 



SOMETHING FOR THE VERY LITTLE ONES. 

Fully Illustrated. 64 pp., cloth. Sixpence each. 



Tales Easy and Small for the Young- 
est of All. In no word will you see 
more letters than three. By J. 
Humphreys. 

Old Dick Grey and Aunt Kate's Way. 

Stories in words of not more than 
four letters. By J. HUMPHREYS. 



Maud's Doll and Her Walk. In 

words of not more than four let- 
ters. By J. Humphreys. 

In Holiday Time. In words of not 

more than live letters. By J. 

Humphreys. 

Whisk and Buzz. By Mrs. A. H. 
Garliok. 
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BLACKXE <h SON'S BOOKS FOX CHILDREN. 



THE SIXPENNY SERIES FOR CHILDREN. 

Neatly bound in cloth extra. Each contains 64 pages and a Coloured Cut. 



From over the Sea, By L. E. Tidde- 

MAN. 

The Kitchen Cat. By Amy Walton. 

The Royal Eagle. By Louisa Thomp- 
son. 

Two Little Mice. By Mrs. Garlick. 

A Little Man of War. By L. E. 

TI I) DEM AN. 

Lady Daisy. By Caroline Stewart. 
Dew. By H. Mary Wilson. 
Chris's Old Violin. By J, Lockhart. 
Mischievous Jack. By A. Corkran. 
The Twins. By L. E. Tiddeman. 
Pet's Project. By Cora Lanoton. 
The Chosen Treat By C. Wyatt. 

Little Neighbours. By A. S. Fenn. 

Jim: A story of Child Life. By Chris- 
tian Burke. 

Little Curiosity: or, A German Christ- 
mas. By J. M. Callwell, 

Sara the Wool - gatherer. By w. 

L. KOOI'KR. 

Fairy Stories: told by Penelope. 
A New Year's Tale. ByM. a.Currie. 

Little Mop. By Mrs. Charles Bray. 



The Tree Cake, and other Stories. 

By W. L. Booi'ER. 

Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trip. 
Fanny's King. By Barley Dale. 
Wild Marsh Marigolds. By D.Dale. 
Kitty's Cousin. By Hannah B. 

Mackenzie. 

Cleared at Last. By Julia God- 
dark. 

Little Dolly Forbes. By Annie S. 

A Year with Nellie. By A. S. fenn. 
The Little Brown Bird. 

The Maid of Domremy, and other 

Tales. 

Little Erie: a story of Honesty. 

Uncle Ben the Whaler. 

The Palace of Luxury. 
The Charcoal Burner. 

Willy Black: A Story of Doing Bight. 
The Horse and His Ways. 

The Shoemaker's Present. 
Lights to Walk by. 
The Little Merchant. 

Nicholina: A Story about an Iceberg 



" A very praiseworthy series of Prize Books. Most of the stories are designed 
to enforce some important moral lesson, such as honesty, industry, kindness, 
helpfulness."— School Guardian. 



A SERIES OF FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 

Each 64 pages, 18mo, Illustrated, in Picture Boards. 



A Start In Life. By J. Lockhart. 

Happy Childhood. By Aimee de 
Venoix Dawson. 

Dorothy's Clock. By Do. 
Toddy. By I*. E. tiddeman. 

Stories about myDolls. By Felicia 

MKr-ANCTHON. 

Stories about my Cat Timothy. 

Delia's Boots. By W. L. Rooper. 

Lost on the Rocks. By JR. Scotter. 

A Kitten's Adventures. By Caro- 
line Stewart. 

Climbing the Hill. By Annie S. 
Swan. 

A Year at Coverley. By Annie S. 

Swan. 



Phil Foster. By J. Lockhart. 
Papa's Birthday. By w. L. Hooper. 
The Charm Fairy. By Penelope. 
Little Tales for Little Children. 

By M. A. CuiutlE. 

Worthy of Trust. By H. B. Mac- 
kenzie. 

Brave and True. By Gregson Gow. 

Johnnie Tupper's Temptation. Do. 

Maudie and Bertie. Do. 

The Children and the Water-Lily. 

By Julia Goddard. 

Poor Tom Olliver. By Do. 

Fritz's Experiment By letitia 

M'LlNTOOK. 

Lucy's Christmas-Box. 



BLACKIE & SON, Limited, 

LONDON, GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN. 



